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AN   ACCOUNT 
I 

I  told  you  in  what  I  wrote  before  that  there  are  people 
about  whom  I  have  sudden  feelings  that  they  can  help  some- 
thing thats  struggling  in  me,  more  than  others.  I  have  had 
this  feeling  about  you  and  it  was  through  that  I  wrote  to  you. 

If  you  let  me  into  your  lives  I  warn  you  you  may  be  letting 
something  in  which  will  hurt  you  intensely — by  hurt  I  dont 
mean  injure,  but  I  mean  that  it  may  bring  you  intense  suffer- 
ing, both  of  you.  You  said  the  other  night  you  cared  for 
courage  more  than  for  other  things.  If  you  both  feel  that 
then  it  will  be  easier. 

II 

I  will  come  and  see  you  tomorrow  unless  you  are  going  to 

have  people  like  Mrs. with  you,  in  which  case  Id 

rather  come  some  other  time,  not  because  I  despise  them 
or  dont  understand  them — Ive  been  brought  up  among 
them — but  just  because,  at  present  it  happens  Im  no  use  to 
them  or  they  to  me — as  soon  as  she  came  in  the  room  last 
night  you  got  into  her  circle — I  dont  mean  the  conscious 
seen  one,  I  mean  a  hidden  one,  but  its  not  any  less  distinct 
or  any  less  definite  for  being  hidden — and  it  may  be  in 
actualness  youre  more  at  ease  in  it  and  belong  to  it  more 
than  I  had  thought,  its  that  Ive  wanted  to  find  out — you 
were  in  it  again  to-night,  you  said  things,  both  last  night  and 
to-night  that  made  me  see  there  were  a  great  many  things, 
general  and  particular  ones  both,  that  you  dont  understand — 
it  may  be  its  not  so  much  not  being  able  to  grasp  things  as 
not  being  able  to  hold  them,  with  you — if  I  go  on  seeing  you 
I  shall  see  that  more — and  you  know  my  lamb  I  shall  be 
unhappy  if  I  have  to  give  you  up  but  I  shall  have  to  if  youre 
only  a  butterfly  after  all,  theres  too  much  lightness  about  me 
already,  I  need  more  steadfastness — its  strange,  but  Layos 
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wasnt  a  real  butterfly — theres  more  rock  in  Surd  than  in 
either  of  you  but  Layos  could  dive  deeper  even  if  it  was 
only  in  instants. 

Ill 

Ive  a  great  deal  to  say  and  I  havent  time — at  least  thats 
the  way  it  feels — to  say  it  in  fewer  words  with  more  behind 
them  that  I  could  say  it  in  if  I  took  more  than  to-day  to  write 
it,  so  you  mustnt  mind  its  coming  out  nearer  to  the  way  I 
talk. 

You  know  the  things  I  said  to  you  about  what  seemed  a 
need  for  lifting  associations  of  things,  unfixing  things — its 
as  if  theres  a  need  at  one  time  or  another  for  something  to 
smash  apart  every  outside  sign  or  symbol  or  whatever,  thats 
got  a  fixed  interpretation  on  it.  Its  as  if  mine  has  to  do 
chiefly  with  what  are  called  sex  things.  Two  things  to  do 
with  it  havent  got  written  down  in  either  of  my  writings — 
I  cant  account  always  for  what  selects  and  leaves  out  in  me, 
its  not  a  wish  to  conceal,  it  just  does  select.  One  is,  with 
the  first  person  I  wrote  of,  before  he  came  and  that  feeling 
of  a  need  to  fling  away  everything  and  have  my  bare 
body  came,  Id  written  to  him  saying  with  exactness 
how  I  felt  and  how  it  would  be  if  he  came  again.  But  I 
didnt  understand  then  what  something  in  me  was  struggling 
to  break  through.  I  knew  something  was  freed  and  let 
loose  when  it  was  dark,  and  when  my  body  could  fling  about 
the  way  a  what  can  be  called  spirit  body  Im  joined  to  is  doing 
always,  and  I  knew  in  a  vague  way  that  I  needed  my  body 
to  be  loved  by  this  person  in  some  way,  with  all  the  people 
Ive  felt  it  with  I  know  its  been  a  true  feeling  and  a  partly 
mistaken  applying  of  it — and  I  think  theres  another  thing, 
I  think  theres  a  part  in  me  that  doesnt  recognise  quickly 
enough  when  a  thing  is  done  and  finished — it  may  have  been 
that  a  thing  needed  to  be  done  then  was  done  at  once,  that 
after  that,  doing  the  same  outside  things  was  only  mummery 
— I  dont  know.  And  yet  I  know  now  that  neither  of  them, 
either  this  other  person  or  Layos,  knew  or  did  consciously 
what  was    needed.     Layos  never   understood  clearly  with 
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his  conscious  part  either  that  though  my  mind  stayed  open 
always  to  watch  what  came  and  find  out,  in  actualness  in  so 
far  as  it  can  be  said  people  are  not  drawn  to  each  other  by 
sex  feelings,  I  never  was  drawn  to  him  by  those  feelings  in 
the  way  its  generally  meant.  And  now,  quite  suddenly, 
the  same  feelings  and  same  need  has  come  for  you.  I  mean 
quite  suddenly  in  my  conscious  part.  You  know  how  you 
said  my  mind  didnt  do  things  by  plan  but  by  jumps.  I 
dont  know  how  true  that  is,  but  it  seems  its  true  here.  But 
now  its  as  if,  watching  back,  its  been  growing  all  the  time. 
When  you  said,  in  a  funny  dear  way,  that  you  wouldnt  alter 
those  ugly  clothes,  any  of  them,  its  as  if  in  a  deeper  part  I 
knew  something  was  begun.  And  then,  its  as  if  thats  why 
I  was  trying  to  say  those  things  that  seemed  to  need  a  so 
terrible  deal  of  pulling  to  pull  out  into  words.  And  then 
all  those  things  that  came  in  the  beginning,  that  instant  feel- 
ing that  there  was  something  you  needed  to  give  or  do  that 
came  in  the  beginning  and  then  kept  seeming  delusion  and 
fantasy  and  yet  each  time  coming  back  in  a  different  form — 
it  feels  as  if  perhaps  youll  understand  everything  without 
my  going  on  struggling  to  light  it  up,  perhaps  its  only  in 
me  that  I  need  to  light  it  up  clearer.  If  thats  so,  all  Im 
trying  to  get  clear  is  for  me,  but  I  must  do  it  as  if  it  was  for 
you  or  I  shouldnt  do  it  at  all  I  think.  First,  if  you  dont 
understand  that  loving  my  body  is  only  a  going  on  from 
loving  my  ugly  clothes  and  things,  that  both  and  all  is  only 
in  actualness  a  letting  loose  of  something  behind  that  cant 
be  let  loose  any  other  way,  then  it  wouldnt  be  any  use.  And 
if  you  could  feel  that  a  spirit  part  can  be  loved  without  any 
body  loving,  then  too  you  wont  have  understood,  its  as  if 
thats  what  asceticism  means,  its  as  if  this  is  bigger,  its  not  a 
repressing  and  crushing  of  what  is  conceived  as  evil,  or 
temptation,  its  as  if  its  what  is  meant  by  a  redeeming.  And 
Cett,  shall  you  understand  that  if  it  feels  that  by  loving  my 
body,  or  the  body  of  anything  like  me,  that  I  stand  for,  is  in 
any  way  being  false  to  any  other  thing  or  person,  that  then 
still  you  havent  understood.  That  the  only  concealment 
which  could  be  possible  to  do  with  it  could  be  in  no  way 
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from  shame  of  it  or  thinking  of  it  as  wrong,  but  only  from  a 
waiting  till  something  could  be  lit  up  in  the  minds  of  who  it 
would  be  held  back  from,  by  which  they  could  feel,  not  that 
it  was  a  falseness,  but  a  spreading  out  and  growing  on  of 
truth — I  think  now  its  been  from  this  Ive  wanted  so  much 
to  tell  out  things  in  me  when  Loom  was  there,  so  that  she 
should  understand,  I  think  Ive  thought  of  her — not  herself 
but  what  she  represents — as  something  to  be  broken  down 
too,  not  by  hitting  and  fighting  but  by  a  particular  kind  of 
loving — a  kind  that  gathers  up  and  sweeps  along  with  it  the 
thing  its  loving  before  it  knows  its  shifted  even.  But  you 
dont  trust  my  instinct  yet,  it  may  be  partly  because  youve 
seen  what  seemed  to  be  it  smashing  into  things  in  an  ugly 
way — it  may  be  it  hasnt  been  the  part  that  loves  in  me  youve 
seen  working  yet,  there  are  other  parts.  And  Cett,  there 
was  a  thing  that  was  a  bad  thing  to  say  that  you  said.  You 
said — If  you  are  going  to  tell  things  to  Loom  you  mustnt 
see  her — I  didnt  say  anything  when  you  said  it,  because  I 
had  a  feeling  there  was  something  going  very  fast  in  you 
that  had  better  be  left  for  then.  But  dont  if  you  can  help  it 
ever  say  you  mustnt  to  me — you  spoke  then  as  if  you  were 
defying  or  commanding  or  both,  dont  ever  defy  or  command 
me,  what  you  wish,  even  if  I  think  it  mistaken,  if  you  tell  me 
out  of  a  particular  kind  of  wishing  in  you  I  should  do  always, 
but  dont  defy  or  there  may  be  something  in  me  will  do  the 
same — and  Loom  belongs  to  me  and  to  herself  and  to  every- 
one as  well  as  to  you. — And  when  I  speak  about  loving  the 
bodies  of  people,  I  dont  mean  something  vague  and  mystical 
only  and  what  is  called  theoretical,  any  more  than  I  mean 
doing  fixed  things,  like  that  mingling  through  which  children 
come,  or  dont  come  if  its  prevented,  I  mean  more  that  there 
should  be  no  impulse  of  movement  from  one  to  another 
which  is  controlled  by  a  conscious  tenderness  of  one  person 
for  another  which  should  not  be  freed  from  all  fixed  rules 
and  customs  to  find  its  own  way  through  everything  that 
has  power  to  shake  it  and  pull  it  awry,  like  those  feelings 
which  are  generally  meant  when  people  say  sex  impulses, 
which  do  pull  awry  when  they  arent  controlled  by  conscious 
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love  of  one  particular  person  or  even  by  any  quality  in  them 
— you  know  my  lamb  I  know  its  funny  rather  and  like  a 
lecture  the  way  I  am  saying  about  everything  but  it  wont 
come  any  other  way. — And  then  if  you  would  still  be  think- 
ing, that  though  it  may  be  you  love  something  in  me,  yet  it 
hasnt  to  do  with  my  body,  youre  mistaken  in  one  or  another, 
I  mean  its  a  law,  you  cant  love  a  thing,  itself,  without  loving 
everything  it  is  thats  true  about  it,  my  shrinking  about  my 
body  makes  it  seem  hard  for  anyone  to  love  it,  but  in  actual- 
ness  what  they  are  drawing  back  from  isnt  first  of  all  my 
body,  but  first  of  all  its  my  shrinking  and  conception  of  it 
they  are  drawing  back  from — and  do  you  understand  Cett, 
how  thats  linked  on  wide  to  that  conception  which  comes 
expressed  in  the  redeeming  of  sins,  do  you  see  how  its  only 
by  the  loving  of  what  seems  ugly  things  that  they  get  changed 
into  beautiful  ones,  and  get  freed — there  are  masses  and 
masses  of  myths  and  fables  that  light  that  in  some  form — 
and  I  dont  mean  the  quite  superficial  and  obvious  thing  that 
can  be  seen  at  once,  I  mean  something  deeper  hidden  with 
everything  spreading  from  it — its  a  whats  called  mystic 
thing. 

Ive  finished  that  part,  at  least  for  to-day,  it  may  go  on 
to-morrow.  But  Cett,  theres  a  thing  111  tell  you.  I  found 
in  you  last  night  a  particular  power  of  tenderness  thats  as 
near  what  I  mean  by  Christ  tenderness  as  any  Ive  ever  found 
in  any  one.  I  know  you  think  I  jump  all  the  time  and  miss 
all  the  things  between  and  I  think  its  often  so  consciously. 
But  I  think  the  way  things  work  in  me  is  that  the  parts  in 
between  get  threaded  in,  to  an  extent  afterwards — they 
somehow  appear  when  I  didnt  know  Id  felt  them.  I  found 
from  what  you  said  last  night  Id  felt  rather  a  good  deal  of 
what  you  were  feeling  about  Surd  before  you  told  me.  And 
all  the  while  last  night  I  was  feeling  and  it  was  as  if  knowing 
things  you  were  feeling.  And  yet,  even  though  nearly  ail 
the  time,  at  least  in  the  beginning,  things  were  rushing  and 
blazing  in  you,  yet  a  particular  gentleness  stayed  in  a  way 
Ive  not  found  before  inside  a  nature  which  is  like  yours.  It 
feels  youve  always  loved  a  particular  kind  of  person  in  a 
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particular  kind  of  way,  and  especially  when  you  first  meet,, 
its  as  if  its  from  something  thats  at  the  same  time  intensely 
imperious  and  passionate  and  intensely  yielding  and  that  its 
natural  way — natural  in  one  part — is  to  be  violently  impatient 
of  anything  that  distracts  it  from  a  complete  absorption  in 
its  object — and  yet,  that  part  was  controlled  by  something 
thats  still  further  on — I  find  both  beautiful.  And  there 
was  another  thing  which  I  couldnt  say  anything  about  then, 
and  I  wasnt  certain  about  it  either,  some  day  I  will  ask  you 
about  it.  I  think  there  will  be  more  to  say  to-morrow,  if  it 
feels  theres  time  to  write  it. 


IV 

An  extreme  number  of  things  have  happened  in  me  since 
yesterday  and  they  are  going  too  fast  to  keep  up  with  which 
is  troubling.  You  know  how  I  told  you  that  while  things 
are  happening  its  as  if  masses  that  join  them  I  miss  but  how 
they  seem  to  grow  in  afterwards.  The  two  nights  I  was  with 
you,  its  as  if  ever  since,  things  that  went  in  that  I  didnt  know 
had  gone  in  have  been  meeting  things  inside  me  and  have 
got  born  and  grown,  all  that  part  unseen  and  unknown,  and 
then,  suddenly  coming  into  a  part  where  they  can  be  touched 
by  my  mind,  or  where  they  touch  my  mind,  its  as  if  when 
they  get  so  far  as  that  a  great  excitement  happens  inside  me 
and  a  great  struggling  to  get  them  more  born,  or  more  con- 
scious— its  as  if  it  corresponds  on  another  what  is  called 
plane  with  that  much  slower  way  when  people's  bodies  mix 
and  physical  children  come,  Ive  felt  it  before  dimly  often 
with  people  Ive  loved  on  my  way,  but  its  never  been  as 
altogether  and  intense  and  quick  with  them  as  this  time— 
I  know  that  I  am  getting  a  jumbled  muddled  glimpsing  only 
of  what  if  I  can  cut  it  clear  of  all  the  mess  of  outside  things 
that  dont  belong  to  it  later  I  will  be  able  to  see  growing  in  a 
continued  clear  growing,  never  in  jumps  but  all  the  while — 
out  of  the  masses  theres  one  thing  Ive  found,  I  told  you  I 
found  things  over  and  over  again,  the  same  things,  and  I 
know  Ive  found  this  before,  but  each  time  its  different  and 
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its  as  if  never  been  found  before,  Ive  found  with  this  par- 
ticular new  distinctness  that  law  that  every  opening  thats  a 
single  opening  is  an  opening  into  two  direct  opposite  ways 
and  that  all  the  mass  of  ways  in  between  those  two  opposites 
are  all  mixtures,  the  confusion  comes  from  identifying  the 
single  opening  with  the  ways  taken  out  of  it — to  say  it  not 
figuratively  or  in  general  ways  but  applied  in  this  thing,  in 
loving  of  people  its  as  if  its  meant  in  whatever  degree  the 
people  loving  are  capable  of  using  it,  as  a  means  of  intensify- 
ing the  consciousness  in  each  not  only  of  themselves  and  of 
this  other  but  of  all  other  things  and  people,  that  by  what 
seems  direct  contradiction,  by  their  losing  and  merging 
themselves  each  in  the  other,  by  their  daring  to  surrender 
all  their  separate  consciousness — walking  on  the  waters — 
its  only  by  that  they  can  become  conscious  of  it — but  also, 
in  that  abandonment,  each  time  there  lies  the  danger  that  it 
may  be  in  actualness  abandonment  only,  that  it  may  stay 
there,  thats  the  terrible  danger  with  little  things  like  Loom 
— and  its  as  if  its  that  thats  at  the  root  of  my  longing  to  be 
let  loose  to  give  out  whatever  theres  in  me  to  give  to  her — 
dont  you  see  that  its  almost  inevitable  that  she  will  get  lost 
and  sunk — dont  you  see  that  all  your  tenderness  and  patience 
and  protection  will  be  as  little  help  to  her  as  your  impatience 
and  whats  called  selfishness  if  she  cant  lift  her  own  self  out 
of  that  absorption — you  dont  love  her  first  of  all  as  an  in- 
dividual, and  the  thing  youve  made  into  life  by  taking  her 
out  of  a  pity  and  tenderness  thats  first  of  all  general  in  you 
is  a  thing  thats  blazing  with  dangers  and  pain — theyre  hidden 
in  its  being  from  the  beginning  far  back,  but  you  set  them 
in  motion — theres  so  much  so  much  teeming  behind — even 
while  I  write,  all  the  time  its  as  if  what  are  called  eternities 
of  things,  they  go  spreading  and  unrolling  in  front  of  me 
and  then  go  rolling  away — in  you  and  Loom  I  see  lit  single 
what  I  see  teeming  all  through  ages — elements  making  it 
over  and  over  again — Ive  seen  it  far  deeper  through  loving 
you,  what  I  felt  for  this  little  thing  in  the  beginning  in- 
stinctively now  I  feel  in  a  way  that  tears  something  in  me — 
through  this  loving  which  is  presented  to  my  mind  as  a 
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loving  of  a  single  separate  individual  separately  from  all 
others  theres  something  in  me  that  becomes  as  little  and  its 
as  if  helpless  as  a  baby,  yet  too  theres  something  thats  like 
a  thing  bending  over,  that  it  feels  is  ages  ages  older  than 
what  it  is  which  you  are. — You  stand  for  something,  Ive  not 
begun  to  try  to  find  what  yet,  Ive  not  got  to  it,  it  may  be 
theres  only  a  little  of  it  you  are,  it  may  be  I  shall  find  its  more 
either  than  Ive  found  or  than  youve  found  yet,  but  its  some- 
thing that  if  anything  loves  thats  weaker  its  either  a  great 
strain  of  pain,  and  may  kill  their  bodies,  or  through  pity  and 
other  things  it  may  paralyze  not  only  them  but  you — with 
me,  it  may  be  theres  a  nearly  equal  strength  of  it  as  there  is 
in  you,  but  I  too  could  go  under  through  it  in  that  other 
way — you  know  that  poor  thing  you  told  me  of  who  was  on 
the  ship,  how  she  if  it  can  be  called  so  loved  you,  though  to 
you  it  may  be  the  direct  and  exact  denial  of  the  way  Loom 
loves  you  yet  they  are  both  forms  of  the  same  thing — with 
both,  unless  they  can  be  lifted  out  of  that  terrible  absorption 
of  their  separate  what  is  called  individuality,  its  the  same 
end — and  do  you  understand  that  the  kind  of  loving  of  my 
body  I  mean — its  not  a  separate  thing,  though  theres  no 
way  in  this  but  to  speak  of  it  as  a  separate  thing — is  something 
that  lifts  away  from  that  terrible  vacant  thing — do  you  know 
that  awful  vacant  look  and  that  terrible  smiling  that  comes 
sometimes  on  people's  faces  when  theyre  near  what  they  what 
is  called  love,  sometimes  its  called  being  amorous  and  its 
laughed  at,  whenever  I  see  it  it  makes  a  terror  and  misery 
come  in  me  that  seems  beyond  other  kinds  when  its  in  me — 
its  at  the  back  of  why  Im  nearly  always  troubled  by  a  par- 
ticular sort  of  laughing  and  whats  called  significant  looks 
when  being  in  love  is  being  spoken  of,  either  between  par- 
ticular people  or  in  general- — coarse  things  I  understand,  I 
dont  find  what  is  meant  by  coarseness  and  what  is  called 
filthiness,  where  its  deliberate  and  conscious,  trouble  in  that 
way,  I  can  watch  it  with  my  mind  and  be  interested  and  feel 
gently  to  the  people  or  to  myself — but  this  other — I  know  I 
shall  need  to  face  it  more  later  but  perhaps  not  yet — the 
other  night  a  diseased  person  wanted  to  kiss  my  face  out  of 
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those  feelings,  and  every  scrap  of  feeling  that  I  was  a  human 
being  and  that  he  was,  and  that  we  were  linked  by  gentle 
feelings  went  out  of  me  and  I  could  only  feel  a  blind  repul- 
sion— that  needs  to  be  got  rid  of.  And  Cett  dear  heart  I 
didnt  think  it  was  meant  that  I  should  love  anything  else 
on  my  way  as  much  as  this,  I  thought  it  was  over,  loving  on 
my  way,  and  its  as  if  its  come  too  suddenly,  and  that  I  am 
not  well  prepared  for  it — its  as  if  Surd  is  mixed  up  with  it, 
though  not  very  directly,  and  Ive  not  found  at  all  in  what 
way  yet — at  present  I  get  often  dazed  its  as  if  from  a  feeling 
that  theres  too  much  happening  too  fast  to  keep  hold  of — 
its  as  if,  when  my  writing  goes  out,  I  must  be  clearer  con- 
scious of  that  and  of  whats  being  done  than  I  am  of  anything, 
yet  at  present  its  as  if  what  I  need  to  be  conscious  of  that 
in  is  plunged  deep  in  something  different — and  yet  in  a 
deeper  part  its  as  if  its  linked. 


V 

Dont  be  perturbed  by  anything  I  say,  explain  where  you 
think  Im  wrong  and  I  shall  listen  and  learn  things — and 
dont  Cett,  think  about  hurting  my  feelings,  its  what  is  true 
that  matters.  It  may  be  you  didnt  quite  understand  what 
I  meant,  which  wouldnt  be  strange  because  things  are  all 
growing  in  me  and  Im  only  trying  to  find  out  what  they  are, 
or  it  may  be  that  Ive  mistaken  theories,  but  whichever  or 
whatever  it  is,  the  thing  that  matters  is  to  find  what  is  true. 


I  think  Cett,  I  didnt  mean  so  much  what  I  think  you  mean 
by  physical  attraction  as  that  people's  love  should  be  big 
enough  to  overcome  what  may  be  physical  repulsion  as  well 
as  overcome  not  having  any  what  is  called  sex  attraction — 
which  is  what  I  thought  I  understood  as  something  of  what 
yours  had  done  with  Loom — I  thought  that  something  in 
you  had  grown  to  love  something  that  she  was  or  represented 
to  you  so  much  that  through  that  it  felt  that  everything  else 
was  loved. 
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But  its  vague  and  dim,  when  I  understand  clearer  what 
you  think  I  mean,  and  what  you  mean,  it  will  be  easier. 
•         •«...... 

Later.  The  more  I  think  of  it  Cett,  the  more  Im  certain 
that  unless  a  love  can  grow  through  into  loving  everything, 
even  if  it  takes  years,  its  not  much  love — it  may  be  youre 
only  just  beginning  to  love  me,  Ive  noticed  a  good  many 
mistaken  notions  youve  got  of  me  which  Ive  not  always 
corrected  because  it  didnt  feel  it  would  do  yet  but  in  the  end 
I  should  have  to  correct  each  one,  but  perhaps  I  wasnt 
remembering  clearly  enough  when  I  wrote  those  letters 
what  a  little  dim  thing,  weak,  like  something  just  born  is, 
your  love  for  what  I  am  is,  I  expect  I  was  thinking  more  of 
mine  for  you,  which  I  think  has  gone  much  faster  and  deeper 
— though  I  think  youve  got  a  much  clearer  grasp  of  me  as  a 
type  than  I  have  of  you — but  perhaps  even  there  youre  a 
little  wrong,  and  I  feel  masses  and  masses  too  about  love 
redeeming  things — but  its  more  in  a  whats  called  mystical 
way  I  feel  that  still,  only  Id  like  to  tell  you  all  the  things  in 
me  about  it.  And  perhaps,  if  you  read  what  Ive  written 
last  youll  understand  clearer. 

Any  way  my  funny  lamb  I  kiss  the  tip  of  your  nose  and 
say  good  night — and  if  the  tip  of  your  nose,  after  '  ample 
consideration  '  felt  it  hadnt  got  a  physical  attraction  to  being 
kissed — I  expect  I  would  kiss  it  again  to  get  it  into  better 
ways — you  know  Cett,  I  know  all  those  dreadfully  serious 
feelings  will  come  back  presently  but  just  at  present  every- 
thing is  laughing  inside  me — I  dont  know  why  it  is — per- 
haps its  just  only  because  youre  a  very  dear  lamb  and  Ive 
been  thinking  about  you. 

VI 

I  am  feeling  rather  troubled  and  bewildered  and  I  think 
its  chiefly  from  the  feeling  of  not  being  able  to  keep  pace — 
do  you  know  that  feeling  when  its  as  if  you  are  always  a  little 
behind  and  however  fast  you  go  you  cant  quite  get  abreast 
of  where  you  are — and  I  keep  being  bewildered  a  little  too 
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about  what  you  are  for  and  where  you  come — do  you  see  its 
as  if  somehow  what  is  coming  in  me  now  is  growing  linked 
round  you,  but  that  at  present  in  one  part,  although  its 
happening,  I  havent  reached  it,  and  so  you  see  its  like  living 
two  lives,  and  its  a  strain  on  something  which  I  dont  clearly 
understand,  but  all  the  letters  Ive  written  you,  and  even 
sometimes  the  times  when  Ive  come,  its  felt  as  if  they  were 
times  pulled  out  of  something — the  part  my  writing  comes 
out  of  hasnt  caught  up,  and  it  seems  in  actualness  I  am  far 
deeper  in  that  than  in  this,  that  that  is  why  this  is  so  jumping 
and  its  as  if  snatched  out,  and  why  too  all  sorts  of  stray  parts 
get  caught  in  separately,  while  always  in  what  comes  through 
my  writing,  its  one  behind  it,  though  it  can  tell  of  many — 
and  I  think  Im  wanting  to  tell  you  that  if  you  could  under- 
stand somehow,  you  are  having  to  do  with  something  which 
in  some  ways  may  need  being  regarded  as  a  child,  a  not  very 
responsible  person,  I  am  sorry,  I  do  not  like  it,  but  Im  afraid 
its  so,  and  that  if  I  try  to  be  quite  what  is  meant  by  respon- 
sible and  together  in  the  part  I  havent  caught  up  to  yet  with 
the  other  parts,  that  something  will  split  inside  me — I  hadnt 
realised  much  that  it  was  this  way  till  I  think  after  I  got  your 
letter,  and  then  such  a  teeming  of  things  came  in  me  that  I 
had  to  pull  right  out  of  what  it  makes  rather  a  mess  in  me  to 
pull  out  of  completely,  and  see  out  of  that  single  part  what 
was  happening.  Some  day  111  tell  you  everything  I  saw, 
but  now  I  must  go  back  and  wait  till  I  get  to  that.  But 
always  lately,  and  its  growing  more  so,  Im  centred  round 
one  thing  or  person,  and  very  often  stray  parts  of  me  keep 
plunging  out  and  going  far  deeper  or  farther  ahead  than  they 
belong  and  then  there  get  muddles  with  the  person  who  is 
always  first  of  all  a  medium  it  seems — please  Cett  could  you 
understand  that  in  the  right  way,  it  may  be  Layos  never  did, 
I  mean  that  its  not  that  I  dont  love  you  with  a  real  single 
what  is  called  personal  love,  and  not  a  vague  one — I  love 
you  this  way,  that  if  it  so  happened  you  wanted  anything 
of  me  or  done  by  me  that  I  could  do,  its  no  matter  what  it 
was,  if  you  told  me  I  should  try  to  do  it,  and  the  more  difficult 
and  the  more  dangerous  the  more  I  should  want  to  do  it — 
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that  doesnt  mean  that  I  could  do  anything  for  you  or  want 
to  as  just  a  test  or  proof  or  something  of  that  kind,  I  should 
only  be  able  to  do  it  out  of  a  trust  from  you  in  my  love  which 
directed  you  to  make  demands  on  it  if  ever  it  was  needed — 
there  are  also  other  parts  of  it,  theres  that  particular  kind  of 
tenderness  and  protecting  feeling  that  comes  with  loving 
something  the  way  this  is,  there  is  also  a  not  very  conscious 
feeling  of  expectation  of  the  same  from  you — and  by  not 
very  conscious  I  mean  that  in  the  way  that  I  said  before  my 
mind  is  not  abreast  with  my  life  where  it  touches  you  yet* 
but  if  it  were  using  all  its  strength  and  faculties  I  think  I 
should  have  a  clearer  and  constanter  consciousness  in  me 
that  the  way  you  love  me  is  far  weaker  and  more  casual  yet 
than  the  way  I  love  you — and  please,  dont  think  I  mean  that 
as  any  reproach,  dont  you  see  the  two  sides  are  different,  it 
may  be  at  some  time  you  will  be  conscious  of  needing  me 
in  some  way,  and  then,  if  it  is  a  reality,  your  consciousness 
of  love  of  me  and  what  it  is  and  could  give  you  would  be 
intensified  and  sharpened — and  then  do  you  see,  I  know 
that  more  than  anything  or  any  one,  its  myself  who  puts  up 
obstacles — or  at  least  who  has  them  in  me — to  the  people 
who  its  most  in  me  to  love,  and  who  need  to  love  me,  from 
giving  me  what  their  love  is.  Not  outside  obstacles  but 
inside  ones.  And  its  as  if  these  have  to  be  broken  down, 
not  first  of  all  in  the  single  thing  its  in  me  to  love  most,  but 
in  others  that  are  getting  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  single 
thing.  But  its  this  I  was  wanting  to  try  to  say — if  you 
understand  anything  of  the  confused  way  that  Ive  put  what 
Ive  written  here  in,  if  you  dont  think  its  all  hallucination, 
then  youll  understand  a  little  clearer  what  keeps  coming  in 
me  suddenly  like  a  sudden  need  to  be  with  you  and  see  you, 
it  comes  first  as  a  more  than  less  blind  instinctive  feeling, 
then  each  time  what  worries  and  troubles  so  much  and  makes 
those  exhausting  pulling  out  feelings  come  is  the  effort  to 
try  and  remember  a  great  many  outside  things,  I  mean  to 
get  conscious  of  whether  and  how  its  going  to  be  odd  that  I 
should  go  direct  as  its  in  me  to  go  to  you,  to  get  conscious 
of  times  and  of  the  people  round  you,  and  of  your  conceptions 
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and  their  conceptions,  and  of  how  I  must  try  and  twist 
any  direct  impulse  to  fit  in  so  that  it  doesnt  make  those 
particular  kind  of  staring  feelings  come  in  people,  if  you  can 
understand  what  I  mean  by  that — when  they  come  Im 
conscious  of  them  like  a  person  suddenly  waked  when  they 
are  walking  in  their  sleep  gets  conscious  of  things — its  not 
that  I  am  justifying  walking  about  in  a  what  can  be  called 
trance  state,  I  think  that  if  I  were  stronger  both  physically 
and  mentally  I  could  keep  all  the  consciousnesses  going  at 
once  and  deal  with  them  separately,  I  mean  be  conscious  of 
all  the  springs  that  make  things  and  people  react  in  par- 
ticular ways,  its  only  that  it  seems  Im  not  big  enough  yet — 
and  theres  another  thing,  its  clear  that  few  people  would  feel 
any  reason  to  make  special  allowance  or  privileges  for  a 
person  who  to  them  is  only  living  a  strange  and  unhealthy 
life,  and  I  shouldnt  expect  or  ask  people  to  make  them  who 
feel  that  way,  only  its  seemed  at  times  that  you  didnt  feel 
that,  and  if  in  actualness  you  do  feel  that  somehow  theres 
something  working  through  me  thats  got  germs  in  it  of  some- 
thing that  belongs  to  further  on,  then  my  dear  heart  you 
can  help  its  as  if  more  than  anything  or  any  one — Im  afraid 
that  everything  Ive  said  will  seem  vague  and  muddled  again 
to  you,  what  I  want  of  you  and  how,  I  think  the  clearest  con- 
sciousness of  what  its  in  me  to  feel  instinctively  I  need  of 
you  if  you  could  by  any  way  give  it  is  the  same  you  loved  in 
Layos,  what  you  called  sweet  brotherliness — if  there  could 
come  a  feeling  of  trust  in  me  for  that,  if  I  knew  in  a  sort  of 
way  that  would  thread  through  all  my  blind  times  that  there 
was  a  particular  living  thing,  quite  near,  that  I  could  some- 
how depend  on  blindly  in  times  when  I  couldnt  see — in 
times  when  you  can  see,  its  not  fitting  that  you  should  lean 
on  anything  in  that  way — and  that  all  the  different  moods 
and  changes  and  uglinesses  and  dullness  and  everything 
that  seem  to  have  no  link  of  any  kind  wouldnt  need  to  have 
to  be  tried  to  be  accounted  for  and  joined  for  them,  but  that 
they  would  accept  them  only  and  wait — its  as  if  its  that  that 
something  in  me  craves  if  it  could  be — there  are  people  like 
Enid,  whom  I  told  you  a  little  of,  who  are  very  loving  and 
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tender,  but  its  as  if  in  actualness  they  lean  on  me  more  than 
I  on  them,  and  thats  fitting,  but  not  just  now — and  love 
dont  write  any  more  letters  about  being  perturbed  about 
things  I  write  to  you,  if  only  you  just  came  and  told  me 
instead  I  should  be  sure  to  understand,  only  that  was  such 
a  funny  letter,  its  true  it  helped  when  I  got  right  woken  up 
out  of  what  I  was  in,  but  that  is  such  a  terrible  effort — it  may 
seem  I  am  constantly  quite  clearly  conscious  and  awake, 
but  in  actualness  however  it  seems  so  it  never  is  so  when  Im 
writing — and  somehow  all  through  that  letter  you  seemed  to 
have  missed  something  Id  meant — and  you  know  Ive  noticed 
before  with  people,  I  often  use  phrases  that  seem  to  mean 
something  different  to  me  than  they  do  to  them,  I  mean 
very  different — its  not  that  I  didnt  mean  quite  definite 
things  and  have  quite  definite  feelings  when  I  wrote  them, 
only  there  was  something  in  your  letter  that  made  it  feel 
somehow  youd  hardly  understood  a  bit  what  it  came  from, 
though  it  might  be  you  understood  all  the  outside  things 
quite  clearly— there  was  a  sort  of  alarm  in  your  letter. — 
There  are  a  great  many  mean  and  beastly  things  in  me 
which  you  havent  found  out  yet.  I  dont  keep  them  back 
because  I  intend  to  finally,  but  only  because  if  they  were 
suddenly  flung  out  separately  and  at  this  stage  you  would 
not  be  able  to  manage  with  them. 


VII 

I  said  the  other  day  that  its  not  true  that  I  am  a  very  sincere 
person.  Ive  thought  since,  Im  not  a  humbug  by  choice  or 
aim,  and  so  I  become  less  of  a  one  as  I  go  on.  I  think  its 
more  a  matter  of  being  a  coward  than  a  humbug.  Anyway, 
whenever  Ive  been  required  or  have  tried  deliberately  to 
play  a  part — I  mean,  do  it  systematically  and  for  a  purpose 
— theres  always  been  an  explosion  somewhere  or  some  time. 
I  think  theres  something  Ive  been  struggling  for  instinc- 
tively from  the  beginning,  and  I  think  its  to  reach  to  where 
all  wish  to  conceal  anything  at  any  time  I  do  or  feel  or  think 
from  shame  is  gone  out  of  me — it  may  be,  because  its  so 
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strong  in  me,  that  its  a  condition  of  my  reaching  what  Ive 
not  reached  yet  which  its  as  if  is  beyond  that.  But  I  know 
theres  a  difference  between  not  concealing  anything  from 
shame,  and  blazing  it  out  to  anyone  without  discrimination 
whether  its  fit  for  them  or  not.  But  though  I  know  it  in 
theory,  its  there  its  as  if  I  fail  rather  often  in  actual  things. 
Its  as  if  that  fear  of  being  dishonest  which  is  always  driving 
me  behind  in  some  form,  rather  often  rushes  me  into  saying 
or  doing  things  which  are  to  an  extent  one-sided.  And 
then,  when  I  wake  up  to  that,  veering  round  direct  to  the 
opposite  side.  And  theres  another  thing  that  its  as  if  is 
behind  nearly  everything  I  do  or  say  too,  and  its  a  feeling, 
sometimes  very  dim  and  instinctive,  and  sometimes  quite 
clear  and  conscious,  that  in  everything  I  do,  inside  and  out- 
side, Im  not  fighting  for  myself  alone,  but  for  masses.  I 
know  that  everyone  feels  that  to  an  extent,  I  think  its  the 
extent  and  form  that  differs  and  also  the  degree  of  con- 
sciousness of  what  is  the  particular  thing  or  what  are  the 
particular  things  for  which  more  than  others  you  are  fight- 
ing, not  first  of  all  as  a  separate  person,  but  first  of  all  as  a 
representative — as  a  son  of  man.  It  may  be  that  what  Im 
for  more  than  I  am  for  other  things  is  to  rouse  up  feelings  in 
people  of  a  need  and  wish  to  become  more  conscious  of  the 
reality  of  their  relations  to  each  other  and  of  a  need  to  break 
down  and  through  all  fixed  rules  and  customs  and  conceptions 
and  interpretations  that  hold  them  back  from  meeting  with 
as  absolute  directness  as  its  in  them  to  meet — to  set  them 
free  at  least  from  all  artificial  barriers  they  are  able  to  be- 
come conscious  of  as  false — there  are  many  barriers  which 
are  a  true  expression  of  distances  between  people,  either  in 
general  or  in  particular,  these  never  bring  that  terrible  feel- 
ing of  restlessness  and  falseness  and  wanting  to  smash  down 
everything  instead  of  being  patient  that  comes  when  they 
are  kept  up  between  people  between  whom  theyre  a  false 
mark  of  the  distance  between  them.  And  I  think  that  more 
particularly  I  am  for  a  rousing  of  a  consciousness  in  them 
that  there  are  infinite  degrees  of  nearness  and  intimacy 
possible  to  be  found  between  the  coarse  fixed  distinctions 


1 6  An  Account 

which  are  presented  to  most  people's  minds  as  the  differ- 
ence between  being  in  love  or  not  being  in  love,  or  having 
fixed  definite  physical '  relations  '  with  people,  or  not  having 
them — until  theres  an  infinite  degree  more  of  openness  and 
freedom  of  speaking  and  thinking  and  acting — experiment- 
ing too — than  there  is  now,  messes  and  muddles  which 
neednt  be  will  go  on.  I  know  the  freer  way  appears  on  the 
outside  more  what  is  called  dangerous — in  actualness  it  isnt, 
its  far  safer,  if  safety  means  safety  from  being  false,  and  not 
safety  from  offending  against  accepted  conventions. 

In  a  letter  to  Cett  the  other  day  I  wrote  things  about  you 
and  I  said  that  the  way  you  had  spoken  about  Loom  hurt 
me.  I  thought  afterwards  that  that  might  be  misunder- 
stood. I  didnt  mean  anything  that  you  said  which  was 
particular  hurt  me,  it  was  more  an  attitude,  which  Ive  defined 
to  myself  better  since,  and  which  applies  not  only  to  her,  but 
to  other  people  you  spoke  of.  It  may  be  all  right  in  you, 
perhaps  if  I  get  to  know  you  better  I  shall  understand  it 
better  later.  Except  for  that  theres  nothing  in  the  letter  Id 
mind  youre  seeing  that  I  can  remember.  Theres  nothing 
in  any  of  my  letters  to  Cett  Id  mind  your  seeing  that  I  can 
remember — and  in  a  way,  except  that  I  think  you  would  be 
bored  by  most  of  them,  I  would  like  you  to  read  any  if  he 
didnt  mind  and  if  he  has  kept  them. 


VIII 

If  ever  you  are  like  what  you  were  to-night  again  and  I  am 
in  the  room  I  shall  go  straight  out,  and  not  so  much  because 
whatever  it  is  you  are  then  makes  everything  inside  me  cry 
with  misery  and  shout  with  rage  as  because  it  makes  me  more 
horrible  still  than  you.  I  learnt  a  good  deal  to-night.  Id 
known  it  all  before  in  a  dimmer  way,  but  to-night,  because 
what  came  in  me  came  in  a  sharp  sort  of  way,  I  found  the 
other  things  sharper  too.  Ill  try  to  tell  you.  After  youd 
gone  I  thought  and  thought.  And  out  of  that  thinking  I 
found,  first,  that  the  only  part  in  you  I  care  for  at  all  hasnt 
got  any  sex  at  all — or  at  least  any  you  are  conscious  of — and 
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that  the  only  part  in  me  I  care  for  hasnt  got  any  either  in 
that  sense.  And  then,  which  I  know  will  seem  to  muddle 
it,  that  that  was  why  I  wanted  to  have,  or  seemed  to  want 
to  have,  what  you  called,  physical  relations  with  you — that 
was  one  of  the  reasons,  its  not  a  quite  simple  but  a  complex 
thing.  And  now  that  I  try  to  write  it  down,  although  its  in 
me,  and  quite  certainly  and  clearly  somewhere,  its  very 
difficult  indeed  to  sort  out  and  write. 

I  found  I  shouldnt  be  able  to  finish  last  night  anyway  so 
I  left  it  till  this  morning.  To  put  it  barely,  why  I  wanted 
to  sleep  with  you,  which  Im  now  clearly  conscious  I  did 
want,  and  which  I  now  see  Ive  wanted  often  with  people 
but  often  too  evaded  facing  because  of  what  it  seemed  to 
light  up  in  me,  was  more  than  from  any  other  thing  from  a 
directly  contrary  thing  in  me  to  what  it  appeared  to  be  from, 
it  was  to  affirm  a  relation  thats  somehow  opposed  to  the  one 
its  linked  with,  but  till  now  a  consciousness  of  this  has  not 
been  strong  or  clear  enough,  because  of  that  cowardice  of 
not  following  a  particular  intuition  against  every  other  thing 
in  me — Ive  shrunk  back  from  a  consciousness  of  interpre- 
tations I  knew  were  false  but  never  was  quite  clear  how  they 
were  false — and  I  see  now  it  was  this  underneath  conscious- 
ness that  made  that  laughing  feeling  come  to  me  when  I 
read  your  letter,  in  this  part  I  understood  and  so  the  letter 
seemed  funny,  but  my  reason  didnt  understand — and  even 
when  at  times  out  of  extreme  pressing  inside  Ive  followed 
this  pushing  in  me  and  done  things  out  of  it,  as  happened 
once  or  twice  with  Layos,  even  then  always  afterwards,  even 
if  Id  done  things  in  moments  out  of  this  pressing  in  me, 
when  I  tried  to  account  for  them  afterwards  as  it  was  in  me 
to  feel  them,  my  mind  got  muddled  and  tangled  again  in  the 
accepted  interpretations  of  them — I  couldnt  lift  them  clear 
out  and  see  them  single  against  everything  that  confused 
them,  and  so  other  people's  minds  got  muddled  too,  because 
they  only  felt  the  thing  true  when  it  was  in  me,  and  when  I 
got  confused  theyd  got  still  even  less  clue  than  I  had— that 
was  again  what  happened  with  Layos,  he  knew  instinctively 
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at  the  time  something  I  knew,  but  afterwards  when  I  lost 
my  grip,  he  couldnt  help  me  to  hold  it,  and  it  all  seemed 
ridiculous  and  beastly  and  he  too  mocked  and  was  false  to 
the  thing  and  me. — And  if  you  say,  then  if  its  true  that  no 
what  are  called  sexual  relations  are  felt,  then  why  bother  to 
do  things  which  are  associated  with  them,  such  as  sleeping 
with  people  ?  With  this  again  its  hard  to  disentangle,  but 
its  as  if  it  comes  in  part  from  that  if  in  actualness  those  other 
deeper  relations  can  exist,  if  and  where  its  possible  for 
people  to  become  conscious  of  them  and  be  held  by  them — 
and  these  also  may  be  what  is  meant  by  sexual,  only  in  a 
deeper  way,  a  way  that  isnt  over  when  your  body  dies — then 
rules  against  things  which  are  made  from  a  consciousness  of 
a  need  to  protect  from  something  arent  needed  and  must 
be  denied  and  broken  down — and  also  theres  a  thing  its  still 
more  difficult  to  say  clearly,  and  its  that  where  there  is  no 
sense  of  what  is  generally  meant  by  sex  attraction,  also  there 
is  no  consciousness  of  a  need  to  do  those  things  which  light 
up  a  distinction  and  make  a  choice  a  deliberate  and  con- 
scious thing — where  this  does  not  exist  in  any  degree,  such 
things  as  sleeping  with  people  and  so  on  would  be  without 
meaning,  or  would  be  a  mere  defying  of  convention  for  its 
own  sake,  and  theres  enough  to  do  without  that — in  actual- 
ness, if  a  standard  of  worse  and  better  is  taken  from  the 
meaning  of  the  convention  against  it,  it  is  worse  for  you  to 
sleep  with  Surd  than  it  would  be  to  sleep  with  me,  while  yet 
the  one  passes  without  notice,  and  the  other  would  not — 
but  now  do  you  understand,  a  little  clearer  from  this  not 
clear  way  of  hurriedly  trying  to  tell  you  something  of  it, 
what  this  thing  which  is  always  working  in  me  consciously 
and  unconsciously,  was  pushing  me  to,  which  presented 
itself  as  what  seemed  a  wish  to  sleep  with  you  at  some 
time  in  some  way  ? — I  know  that  too  it  was  mixed  with  a 
need  to  have  my  body  loved  in  a  particular  way,  to  redeem 
something  that  cant  be  done  other  ways,  but  that  belongs 
to  another  thing,  though  its  all  linked  behind,  but  the  laws 
that  that  comes  from  seem  far  away  from  this,  I  will  come 
to  them  again  later,  they  stir  even  more  things  than  this 
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other — but  do  you  see  now  how  when  what  was  pushing  me 
is  understood  clearer,  things  which  without  understanding 
it  appear  meaningless  and  morbid  and  unhealthy — as  they 
all  did  with  Layos,  with  whom  I  was  never  completely  clear 
— he  didnt  help  enough,  he  hadnt  enough  strength  or  tender- 
ness poor  lamb  to  hold  on  through  my  blindnesses  so  I 
couldnt  be  set  free  by  him  utterly— can  you  see  that  these 
things  which  seem  no  other  than  obsession  of  sex  can  be 
seen  as  in  actualness  the  opposite  of  this — and  understand 
Cett,  this  doesnt  come  from  any  trying  to  deceive  and 
humbug  things  in  myself  about  what  is  meant  by  sex,  its 
not  a  disguised  way  of  trying  to  get  something  indirectly 
which  cant  be  got  directly  and  simply,  by  identifying  it  with 
discoveries  of  general  laws  and  so  on — in  those  ways  perhaps 
I  dont  easily  deceive  myself,  because  Ive  been  too  suspicious 
always  of  that  thing,  because  Ive  had  a  more  violent  hatred 
of  that  particular  form  of  disguising  and  deceiving  than 
others,  and  so  Ive  been  more  suspicious  of  it  and  watching 
for  it — understand,  this  is  not  first  of  all  a  suppressing  of 
something,  but  first  of  all  its  an  affirming  of  something — 
though  its  true  that  all  affirming  involves  some  denial  and 
shedding,  so  to  some,  who  see  only  the  shedding,  it  may 
appear  only  suppression,  but  in  actualness  the  one  thing 
is  left  because  it  interferes  with  a  greater  or  further  on  thing 
— or  whatever  you  choose  to  call  what  brings  intenser  and 
vivider  consciousness  and  sense  of  distinctions  and  unities 
— I  dont  understand  the  difference  always,  but  I  can  always 
feel  it,  and  I  need  to  be  free  and  to  set  others  free  to  the 
extent  theyre  capable  of  this  freedom  to  feel  this  other  more 
and  more,  and  to  be  more  and  more  constantly  choosing — 
and  for  this  there  must  be  freedom  from  all  rules  or  fixed 
distinctions  which  others  who  flinch  back  from  responsi- 
bility and  terror  of  this  freedom  arent  ready  for  yet — theres 
masses  and  masses  round  it  I  shall  need  to  sort  and  link  out 
bit  by  bit  in  time — do  you  understand  a  little  now  what  I 
mean  by  your  getting  into  different  circles,  I  shall  have  to 
become  conscious  of  them  in  a  way  Im  only  instinctively 
conscious  of  them  now — I  always  know  when  people  are  in 
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a  circle  which  is  emphasising  falsely  what  I  need  to  tear  the 
masks  of  off — when  you  came  last  night  you  were  in  one  of 
those  circles,  you  were  emphasising  unconsciously  some 
kind  of  thing  that  made  you  foreigner  to  me,  so  thats  why  I 
was  so  helpless  and  miserable  and  stupid  and  feckless — 
which  if  youve  got  any  piercing  sense  in  you  you  must  have 
felt — I  recognise  bits  of  outside  things  that  belong  to  those 
circles  but  Ive  not  got  control  of  them  yet,  or  of  myself  when 
people  suddenly  come  to  me  in  them,  it  just  makes  me 
dreadful  and  meaningless  and  helpless,  and  if  my  love  part 
hadnt  had  a  rather  firm  hold  on  something  in  you,  it  would 
have  been  shaken  clean  off  last  night — I  thought — But  poor 
lamb,  hes  ugly,  and  very  dull,  and  hes  conceited,  and  vain, 
and  just  empty — on  the  contrary,  Surd  felt  bigger  and  softer 
than  Ive  felt  him  yet — you  were  an  English  officer,  and 
proud  of  it,  I  dont  mean  consciously — its  not  that  its  a  bad 
thing  to  be,  if  you  werent  capable  of  anything  more,  but  I 
know  and  care  nothing  of  any  of  the  circles  that  that  takes 
you  into — I  dont  mean  outside  circles  but  inside  ones  with 
everything  spreading  from  them — once  you  are  in  them, 
other  things  spread  automatically  and  you  have  to  follow 
them — and  in  all  I  have  to  do  with  you  I  shall  be  pulling 
you  away  from  those  always  and  not  ever  stopping  pulling 
you,  and  you  wont  always  like  it,  and  something  in  you  will 
struggle,  because  there  are  many  circles  that  dont  appear 
like  that  which  something  in  me  will  go  on  pulling  and  pull- 
ing you  from,  youll  mostly  be  unconscious,  and  may  be 
mostly  I  shall  be  too,  but  I  shall  go  on  getting  more  and 
more  conscious. — I  will  try  to  tell  you  more  when  I  see  you, 
its  too  much  to  write. 

IX 

Cett  says,  that  some  of  my  letters  to  him  which  you  read 
have  bothered  you.  But  that  now  he  thinks  youre  not 
bothered  any  longer.  Im  glad,  if  its  from  some  sort  of  in- 
tuition of  how  theyre  true.  But  if  its  from  making  up,  or 
from  being  told  for  the  sake  of  peace,  that  more  than  less 
theyre  ravings  of  hysteria,  no,  then  thats  a  mistake.     Theyre 


An  Account  21 

every  sort  of  thing,  and  they  come  from  every  sort  of  mood 
and  part  and  character,  often  from  what  appears  direct  con- 
tradictions, but  if  theres  one  thing  that  threads  them  its  an 
attempt  to  be  what  I  really  am  and  say  what  I  really  feel  in 
relation  to  the  person  to  whom  theyre  written  at  the  moment 
theyve  been  written  to  them,  and  to  do  that  in  defiance  of 
every  consciousness  of  convention  or  custom  or  conception 
of  any  kind  in  me  which  pulls  me  to  suppress  it.  I  believe, 
in  some  sort  of  mystical  way — by  which  I  mean  that  I  can 
feel  it  in  some  part  without  being  able  to  see  it  connected 
up  clearly  with  laws  and  ways  that  I  can  understand  with 
my  intellect — that  spirits  of  things  and  people  are  often 
joined  to  appearances  that  have  become  associated  with 
everything  that  denies  the  spirit  feeling.  I  believe  that  the 
spirit — or  individuality  if  you  choose — has  to  affirm  itself 
against  all  these  fixed  conceptions.  And  to  those  people 
who  are  born  with  their  bodies  and  natures  and  spirits  more 
than  less  in  harmony — I  mean  in  harmony  with  accepted 
interpretations  of  them — the  struggles  of  those  who  arent 
must  appear  often  no  other  than  ravings  of  hysteria.  And 
often  too  they  are,  or  become  so,  where  the  person  is  sensi- 
tive, and  hasnt  got  grit  enough  in  them  to  grind  their  way 
through  any  mockery  or  ridicule  rather  than  be  false  to  their 
reality  however  it  doesnt  seem  to  fit  their  outside.  My  what 
is  called  sensitiveness,  mostly  I  think  to  an  anticipation  of  a 
particular  kind  of  pitying  contempt  or  a  particular  kind  of 
ridicule  which  isnt  open  but  behind  backs,  I  think  its  that 
thats  made  me  falser  than  anything  else,  Ive  minded  and 
shrunk  from  it  more.  And  now  its  as  if,  in  part  in  a  struggle 
to  fight  that  down  in  me,  I  often  in  a  deliberate  way  do  things 
which  I  know  are  going  to  excite  that  pity  or  ridicule,  at 

first  any  way. And  now,  Ive  finished.     I  hope  youve 

understood  a  little  what  Ive  meant  anyway,  its  hard  work 
explaining  things,  but  if  theres  anything  you  dont  under- 
stand, and  think  must  be  false  and  that  Id  have  wanted  to 
hide  if  I  could  that  comes  in  those  letters  and  in  anything 
Ive  said  to  Cett,  tell  me  if  youd  care  at  all  to,  and  111  try  to 
explain — anyway,  know  this,  111  tell  you,  always,  if  ever 
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you  ask  me  anything,  as  truly  as  its  in  me  to  tell  it  you,  what 
it  is  you  ask — I  wanted  to  do  that  from  the  beginning,  I 
wanted  you  to  see  all  my  letters  and  everything  from  the 
beginning,  but  then,  partly  because  you  seemed  indifferent 
and  partly  from  other  things,  I  wrote  things  in  the  letters 
that  Id  rather  have  said  to  you  direct  first  if  Id  known  you 
were  going  to  read  them.  But  Cett  thought  that  if  I  said 
everything  my  instinct  told  me  to  when  I  saw  you,  that  it 
would  bother  you,  and  I  felt,  if  I  couldnt  do  that,  I  couldnt 
come  any  more.  I  know  there  would  be  a  great  deal  I  feel 
at  times  and  that  comes  out  in  writing  at  times,  that  youd 
not  understand,  anyway  not  at  first.  If  you  could  feel,  if 
youre  interested  enough  to  want  to  feel  anything  about  it, 
that  its  nearly  always  not  the  particular  things  I  do  or  say 
that  matters,  but  what  it  comes  from.  Its  an  instance  when 
I  said  to  Cett  that  feelings  in  me  seemed  to  come  from  a  wish 
to  sleep  with  him — dont  suddenly  picture  beds  and  night- 
gowns and  having  children,  the  wish,  so  far  as  I  can  find, 
came  more  than  less  from  two  things  which  have  come  in 
me  in  some  form  for  many  people,  perhaps  the  first  is  more 
a  principle,  the  principle  that  there  shouldnt  be  fixed  rules 
of  whats  good  or  bad  or  proper  or  improper,  that  one  must 
he  free,  to  the  extent  anyway  that  one's  capable  of  not  abusing 
freedom  from  fixed  rules — I  know  that  if  Im  free  Im  able 
to  control  and  understand  my  real  relations  to  people  under 
any  conditions  and  circumstances — that  theyll  find  their 
level  in  that  freedom — and  so,  in  a  very  general  way  I  feel 
it  a  degrading  and  insulting  thing  that  there  should  be  fixed 
rules  which  fix  beforehand  my  relations  with  any  person, 
which  spring  from  a  conception  of  not  being  able  to  keep 
my  true  distance  or  nearness  to  them  clear — where  I  make 
mistakes,  its  nearly  always  from  a  feeling  of  suppression 
either  outside  me  or  inside  me — that  has  a  goading  effect 
that  exaggerates  every  feeling.  Then  too  its  all  mixed  up 
with  beliefs  that  if  the  spirits  of  people  are  loved,  in  the  end 
however  it  seems  impossible  in  the  beginning,  their  bodies 
are  loved  for  the  sake  of  their  spirits — not  of  necessity  in  the 
way  thats  generally  meant  by  sexual.     If  a  freedom  to  sleep 
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or  touch  or  be  with  any  person  at  any  time  or  in  any  way 
could  suddenly  be  felt,  all  false  feeling  which  presents  itself 
as  craving  would  go  at  once — its  freedom  above  everything 
that  must  be — if  things  and  people  are  set  free,  all  that  be- 
longs each  to  the  other  will  find  or  come  back  to  the  other — 
and  yet  too,  I  know,  that  though  I  crave  and  struggle  for 
freedom  more  than  any  other  thing  in  one  part,  in  another 
part  Ive  fought  and  struggled  every  way  too  to  hold  back 
from  it. 

X 

You  said  this  morning  that  you  wished  that  my  relations 
to  you,  and  yours  to  me,  could  have  stayed  impersonal.  Its 
no  more  possible  for  people's  relations  to  each  other  to  be 
only  impersonal  than  its  possible  for  them  to  be  only  per- 
sonal. Even  if  you  mean,  as  it  feels  you  do,  something  of 
the  same  by  impersonal  as  I  mean  by  spiritual,  by  which  I 
mean  something  that  goes  on  and  doesnt  end  when  bodies 
die,  and  if  you  mean  by  personal,  only  relations  that  do  die 
when  bodies  die,  even  then  its  impossible.  In  that  sense  I 
hope  my  relations  with  you,  and  with  everyone,  would  be 
more  impersonal  than  personal.  I  think  I  love  you  in- 
dependently of  your  body  or  your  appearance  or  your  sex 
or  any  other  part  that  seems  to  die  when  you  die,  but  I  know 
I  love  these,  even  if  only  because  I  love  the  other — the  other 
I  cant  feel  or  picture  or  describe  yet  except  indirectly  and 
through  these,  and  through  things  you  do  or  say.  And 
just  in  proportion  as  my  love  grows  more  impersonal  it 
grows  more  personal.  And  I  think  thats  a  law— I  mean  I 
think  its  true  of  everyone  and  everything,  and  I  think  more 
than  any  other  thing  its  fear  of  being  hurt  by  the  loss  of  what 
they  know  they  must  lose  some  time  that  often  makes  people 
try  to  suppress  their  personal  love  and  fix  on  the  other — Ive 
tried  to  deceive  myself  I  didnt  love  bodies  or  could  do  with- 
out them  in  people,  its  always  been  from  fear  of  some  kind 
that  some  part  has  made  that  up  to  guard  some  other  part — 
whenever  its  been  in  me  to  love  people  always,  its  been  in 
me  to  love  them  right  through,  every  bit  of  them,  bodies 
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and  all — no,  its  not  been  in  me  to  love  every  bit  of  them, 
none  except  the  one  thing  I  can  love  complete,  but  its  been 
in  me  to  love  far  more  than  I  let  it  show  to  them  or  to  me 
that  I  did  love,  and  its  been  not  shewing  that  thats  thinned 
my  love. 

XI 

If  the  very  loving  very  humble  letter  Ive  just  received 
from  you  is  quite  sincere  then  its  a  beautiful  thing.  If  its 
anything  but  that — if  theres  any  meaning  but  exactly  what 
appears,  behind  it,  then  its  nothing,  or  worse  than  nothing. 

Theres  one  thing  I  dont  understand.  You  say  that  you 
shouldnt  have  dreamed  of  reading  my  letters  against  my 
wishes.  But  if  you  read  them,  you  must  have  read  how  I 
urged  Cett  over  and  over  not  to  try  to  prevent  me  from  say- 
ing and  being  anything  of  any  kind  that  came  in  me,  whether 
you  were  there  or  whether  you  were  not  there.  And  that 
if  he  did  try  to  prevent  me  from  doing  that,  that  then  that 
prevented  me  from  coming.  He  didnt  want  me  to,  he  said 
you  wouldnt  understand,  and  so  thats  why  I  stopped  coming. 
I  believed  that  you  would  understand — instinctively — every- 
thing it  came  into  my  instinct  to  tell  you — often  things 
nothing  to  do  with  me  or  Cett  but  everything.  I  believe  it 
more  now  than  I  did  then.  I  wanted  to  make  you  under- 
stand things  that  it  felt  you  didnt  understand — and  I  do 
still.  I  believe,  if  I  could  talk  quite  freely  to  you,  that  you 
would  understand  something  that  would  make  you  not  able 
to  write  of  '  material  '  and  '  spiritual  '  quite  in  the  way  you 
do — Ive  found,  that  exactly  in  proportion  as  its  in  me  to  be 
able  to  love  people's  spirits  its  in  me  to  be  able  to  love  their 
bodies — that  the  two  things  go  side  by  side.  And  vice 
versa.  I  dont  mean  by  to  love  their  bodies,  to  what  is  called 
lust  for  their  bodies,  thats  something  different. 

There  was  a  thing  in  your  letter  that  made  something  ache 
in  me,  it  was  when  you  said  '  It  doesnt  really  matter  much 
— nothing  does  at  present ' — I  think  something  in  me  aches 
for  you  more  than  it  does  for  Cett,  though  I  love  Cett  better, 
perhaps  partly  because  I  know  him  better. — And  yet  I  dont 
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think  things  in  me  were  built  to  ache  much,  it  feels  theres 
something  that  will  always  bound  up  and  laugh  in  the  end 
till  it  stops  altogether.  And  I  think  when  it  laughs,  it  helps 
best. 

XII 

You  said  yesterday  that  you  would  let  me  know  next  time 
before  you  came  when  you  were  coming — please  do  that 
and  dont  come  unexpectedly  next  time — dont  you  understand 
a  bit  why  I  ask  that — dont  you  understand  that  when  people 
are  in  the  sort  of  condition  Im  in  that  to  have  to  jump  sud- 
denly from  something  that  needs  to  absorb  the  whole  of 
them  to  something  else  that  needs  too  to  absorb  the  whole 
of  them,  however  differently,  makes  everything  get  into 
confusion  and  strained  ?  If  there  werent  definite  things 
then  it  would  be  different,  it  wouldnt  matter  much,  but 
when  you  asked  me  to  switch  away  and  tell  you  that  thing 
suddenly,  I  couldnt,  dont  you  understand  ? — its  not  a  little 
thing  to  me,  not  a  little  thing  like  gossip,  if  I  tell  it  I  must 
tell  it  with  the  whole  of  me  attending  and  watching,  if  its 
not  to  do  harm — in  any  case  it  may  do  harm  in  ways  I  dont 
understand,  or  you.  I  mean  that  Ive  seen  so  much,  lately, 
more  than  ever  before,  how  the  working  of  things  hidden 
behind,  and  fixed  to  come,  make  their  way  through  all 
forcing  and  beating  against  them,  and  through  all  planning 
and  scheming  and  preparing.  And  that  if  things  are  forced 
against  this  secret  working,  however  reasonable  and  right 
they  seem,  that  everything  gets  terrible  and  miserable  and 
theres  suffering.  Its  not  the  suffering  that  matters,  its 
having  done  the  thing  that  brings  it — I  mean  the  suffering 
is  only  the  sign — no  if  I  go  deeper  than  that,  which  sounds 
a  platitude  only,  I  shall  get  pulled  on. 

XIII 

I  have  just  heard  that  Surd  has  been  ill  and  that  you  and 
he  have  not  gone.  I  had  heard  before  that  you  were  going 
on  Monday.  I  have  been  troubled,  a  little,  by  feelings  Ive 
had  lately  which  seemed  to  have  to  do  with  you,  with  both 
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of  you,  sometimes  together  and  sometimes  separately — this 
letter  is  for  both  of  you — I  have  often  nearly  written  to  you, 
but  each  time  a  feeling  which  was  like  a  directing  to  wait 
stopped  me,  and  then  I  thought  that  perhaps  I  was  meant 
to  wait  till  youd  gone  to  America,  but  in  these  last  days 
several  times  I  felt  you  were  being  held  back  from  doing 
something  youd  meant  to  do,  and  that  I  had  to  do  with  it 
in  some  way,  but  everything  was  so  vague  and  dim  and  con- 
fused that  I  put  it  away,  partly  too  because  there  were  other 
things  which  seemed  to  matter  more,  and  it  felt  I  should 
know  somehow  if  it  was  meant — just  as  I  wanted  to  see  Surd 
before  he  went  before,  it  felt  the  same  then,  that  it  would 
happen  if  it  was  meant,  and  I  waited,  and  then  it  seemed  it 
wasnt  meant,  and  then,  a  few  hours  before  you  went,  when 
I  was  far  away  from  here  and  didnt  know  why  I  was  walking 
where  I  was  walking  I  suddenly  looked  up  and  Surd  was  on 
the  bus  where  I  looked — and  then  on  Tuesday,  after  my 
mind  had  accepted  youd  gone  I  suddenly  saw  you,  but  that 
time  inside  me,  as  it  seemed  not  gone,  or  come  back,  but 
because  Id  heard  nothing  different  then  I  put  it  away  for  a 
fancy — theres  a  part  of  me  which  fights  against  paying 
attention  to  these  pushings  or  seeings  or  directings  or  what- 
ever they  re  chosen  to  be  called,  they  are  harder  to  interpret 
and  understand  and  do  things  from  than  more  what  can  be 
called  ready  made  ways,  and  if  more  ready  made  ways  are 
lived  by,  people's  minds  can  relax  and  take  rests  with  a  feel- 
ing that  it  will  not  matter  because  their  lives  if  it  can  be  put 
so,  will  go  on  living  themselves,  mostly  its  no  particular 
matter  whether  their  minds  are  watching  independently  or 
not,  there  are  so  many  ready  made  guides  that  if  one  doesnt 
fit  another  can  be  looked  up,  but  this  way,  nothing  is  fixed, 
you  must  be  ready  always  to  leave  anything  with  nothing 
but  what  is  called  faith  to  guide  you,  you  must  be  used,  or 
get  used,  to  feeling  bewildered  and  undecided  and  ridicu- 
lous often,  you  must  get  used  to  being  regarded  as  unreliable 
and  mad  and  fickle  and  a  great  many  other  things,  you  must 
keep  your  mind  always  alert  and  watching — if  you  are  satisfy- 
ing a  loving  part  in  you,  even  only  in  part,  these  things  dont 
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matter  to  you,  or  matter  less,  but  if  youre  held  back  from 
that,  and  if  youre  a  person  of  the  type  and  state  of  develop- 
ment or  whatever  you  choose  to  call  it,  that  I  am,  who 
depends  very  extremely  on  the  physical  presence  of  what 
they  love,  at  the  least  on  outside  physical  signs  of  their 
presence  in  things  written  or  sent  from  them  in  some  way, 
then  struggling  not  to  be  beaten  under  by  those  things  will 
make  big  pulls  at  your  body,  and  kill  it  in  the  end  if  you  are 
held  back  too  long,  and  with  people  like  me — and  like  you 
my  heart  too  to  the  extent  that  you  follow  this  part  in  you 
consciously,  and  you  do  follow  it  to  an  extent  consciously — 
there  are  times  when  you  are  treacherous  and  false,  your 
treachery  may  come  with  a  sudden  test,  or  it  may  come 
from  being  driven,  and  something  in  you  turns  round 
in  the  end — I  was  nearly  treacherous  that  way  to  you  with 
Surd — when  he  flung  those  things  at  me  that  afternoon 
some  hurt  so  much  and  some  were  injust  that  I  nearly  flung 
back  at  him  things  that  youd  said  of  him  to  me  in  moments 
which  I  knew  inside  me  were  not  moments  that  expressed 
deeper  feelings,  what  are  called  real  feelings,  for  him  in  you 
— do  you  understand  he  was  accusing  me  of  doing  the  same 
things  to  you,  or  of  being  them,  that  you  had  said  he  had 
done  and  been  to  you — to  let  those  things  come  and  to  stay 
still  was  a  struggle,  I  was  loving  Surd  more  and  more  though 
I  wasnt  conscious  of  it  till  the  end,  and  on  the  outside  it 
seemed  that  if  I  let  him  go  and  said  nothing  that  I  could 
have  said  that  I  should  lose  touch  with  him — and  yet  it  felt 
that  if  at  that  time  I  had  let  slip  any  of  those  things  youd 
said,  his  pride  which  is  his  weakness  might  have  been  so 
goaded  that  it  would  have  split  his  love  from  you — if  Id  seen 
it  clearly  I  shouldnt  have  hesitated,  but  then,  everything 
was  in  a  turmoil  and  I  was  tired  out,  it  felt  like  clinging  on 
with  my  teeth  to  something  that  might  break  any  minute — 
and  it  felt  in  the  end,  when  he  was  suddenly  so  tender  with 
a  particular  kind  of  tenderness  Id  never  felt  in  him  before, 
that  that  had  come  because  Id  stayed  true  to  my  loving  part 
of  you,  of  you  both,  I  dont  mean  that  he  was  conscious  of 
that,  but  I  think  behind  what  appeared  it  was  that,  and  for 
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days  afterwards  over  and  over  sudden  feelings  came  which 
were  like  warm  feelings,  and  each  time  when  they  came  it 
felt  that  they  were  some  part  in  Surd  which  was  near  and 
round — it  felt  it  was  the  part  in  people  that  can  separate 
when  their  minds  arent  conscious  of  it. 

•  •■•••••• 

I  stopped  there,  it  feels  it  will  be  harder  to  put  things  that 
have  come  in  me  into  writing  to  you  than  anything  Ive 
written,  but  I  feel  pushed  to  write  to  you  by  something  in 
me  I  felt  held  back  by  before,  inside  me  in  one  part  what  its 
in  me  to  say  to  you  is  simple  and  clear,  but  my  dear  hearts  I 
dont  think  you  are  as  free  from  things  that  you  feel  you  are 
free  from  as  it  seems  to  you  that  you  are,  I  think  youre  more 
bound  by  fixed  ways  and  fixed  sights  in  some  things  than 
you  know,  though  you  are  less  bound  by  them  than  most 
people  Ive  found,  but  I  think  that  your  spirits  are  less  able 
to  pierce  direct  sometimes  than  you  feel  they  are,  theres  an 
instinct  in  me  that  if  I  poured  out  what  has  come  in  me  direct 
as  it  came  and  with  nothing  round  it,  that  you  would  draw 
back  as  from  something  fantastical  and  not  possible,  and  it 
feels  that  that  would  not  come  from  your  spirit  or  feelings 
piercing  into  it  which  it  would  seem  to  you  that  it  came  from, 
but  that  it  would  come  from  fixed  ready  images  of  things 
inside  you  youd  be  more  than  less  unconscious  of,  so  forgive 
me  my  dear  hearts  if  I  come  slowly  to  what  I  need  to  say. 
First  Ive  wondered  at  times  what  has  kept  you  away  from 
me,  Ive  wondered  both  what  it  was  that  you  were  conscious 
of  that  kept  you  away  and  what  it  was  in  reality,  I  dont  think 
theyre  the  same.  There  are  a  great  many  things  that  Ive 
said  and  done  and  been  which  may  have  kept  you  away 
consciously,  whether  they  were  misrepresented  by  repeat- 
ings,  or  whether  they  were  not,  but  direct,  and  I  would  say 
this  of  these,  theres  nothing,  of  any  kind,  that  Ive  ever  said 
or  done  that  if  you  came  and  asked  me  I  wouldnt  tell  you  of 
as  truly  as  it  was  in  me,  and  what  it  was  from,  there  are  many 
things  I  say  and  do  that  I  forget,  but  theres  nothing  Id  con- 
sciously and  deliberately  hide  from  you  if  you  asked  me,  and 
so  my  dear  hearts,  if  I  ever  seem  to  hide  things  if  you  ask 
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for  them,  either  believe  its  through  forgetfulness  in  me,  or 
through  misunderstanding  in  you.     Then  it  came  in  me 
that  consciously  it  might  be  that  it  was  through  things  to  do 
with  Loom — what  I  felt  in  the  beginning  to  do  with  that  I 
feel  as  certainly  now  as  I  did  then — I  dont  think  you  ever 
understood   how  strong  my   feeling  of  instinctive  under- 
standing of  her  was— I  didnt  understand  her  with  my  in- 
tellect— you  never  understood  that  it  was  not  first  of  all  to 
tell  her  things  in  a  fixed  outside  way  that  made  me  want  to 
be  free  near  her,  but  when  you  made  me  feel  I  couldnt  be 
free  near  her  something  got  excited  and  confused  and  fan- 
atical in  me,  the  way  it  always  does  with  any  outside  re- 
straint, but  if  Id  been  free  near  her  that  other  feeling  would 
have  guided  me,  in  everything,  both  in  what  I  held  back  or 
told  out — I  didnt  feel  that  feeling  to  her  till  one  day  when 
she  suddenly  began  to  sob  and  put  her  head  against  me  and 
I  held  her  and  I  felt  everything  in  her  beating,  and  then  she 
said  things,  then  I  felt  near  her  in  a  way  you  never  under- 
stood I  felt,  but  it  made  no  difference  to  my  feeling  of  cer- 
tainty you  must  be  apart,  it  may  be  it  made  it  stronger,  it 
felt  each  day  that  you  went  on  being  together  the  pain  would 
be  worse,  when  I  thought  last  night  of  your  going  back  to 
her  a  shuddering  feeling  came  in  me,  youd  better  both  suffer 
anything  than  come  together  again — and  there  are  feelings 
in  me  that  now,  you  and  Surd  are  fixed  together,  I  dont 
know  whether  for  always,  but  it  feels  that  just  as  my  instinct 
struggled  by  every  way  to  separate  you  and  Loom,  now 
again,  just  as  in  the  beginning,  my  instinct  is  holding  you 
and  Surd  together,  seeing  you  together.     But  it  feels  that 
behind  those  things  which  may  have  held  you  back  con- 
sciously, theres  something  else.     And  it  feels  that  it  has  to 
do  with  something  that  came  through  your  pushing  me  my 
heart  that  day  to  tell  you  those  things  that  I  begged  of  you 
not  to  push  me  to  tell  you— that  everything  in  me  drew 
back  then  from  telling  you .     It  feels  that  on  the  outside  those 
things  were  nothing,  but  that  there  was  something  behind 
that  I  still  havent  pierced  to  in  a  complete  way.     It  feels 
that  it  was  this  that  made  P first  of  all  beg  me  to  hold 
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them  back  from  you — she  said — Theres  something  inside 
which  is  a  thing  I  know  and  trust  which  is  warning  me — I 
beg  you  to  follow  it — if  she  could  only  have  held  to  that, 
if  she  could  have  set  me  free  and  yet  held  to  that  she  would 
have  held  me  too,  it  was  when  she  gave  that  up  and  ranted 
of  her  honor  that  she  lost  hold  of  me — but  even  then,  when 
she  set  me  free  from  my  word,  my  own  feeling  pulled  me 
back,  and  all  the  while  when  you  came  and  pushed  me  in 
the  way  that  you  did  to  tell  you — you  came  suddenly  and 
took  me  unawares,  I  had  asked  you  not  to  do  that  too  my 
dear  heart — all  the  while  dreadful  feelings  were  in  me, 
everything  felt  helpless,  out  of  that  I  gave  you  those  three 
letters,  which  I  ought  to  have  given  no  one,  all  day  after 
youd  gone  I  could  do  nothing  but  wander  about  in  a  blind 
way  with  that  blind  misery  that  comes  when  something  is 
happening  behind,  which  a  deep  seeing  part  knows  but  not 
your  mind — and  then  see  what  came,  first  those  letters  from 
me,  then  that  ugly  letter  from  you — it  was  a  very  ugly  letter 
my  dear  heart — everything  was  poisoned,  youd  promised, 
not  lightly  but  earnestly,  that  if  I  told  you,  everything  should 
be  ended,  that  whatever  came  you  would  tell  no  one  further, 
yet  see  my  heart,  you  went  straight  back  and  told  all  Id  told, 
and  then,  when  I  asked  you  those  few  days  afterwards,  had 
you  kept  your  word,  you  told  me  in  that  direct  and  deliberate 
way  that  you  had — and  O  my  lamb,  if  you  could  have  seen 
the  way  you  looked  up  after  when  you  didnt  think  that  I 
was  seeing — its  as  if  you  were  trying  to  see  if  anything  in  me 
had  pierced  behind  what  you  said — everything  inside  me 
was  wrung  by  that  way  you  looked — do  you  see  my  heart 
theres  a  particular  sensitiveness  in  some  part  in  you  against 
deceiving,  and  even  if  youre  in  no  way  conscious  of  it,  if  you 
deceive  with  your  spirit  your  body  will  always  get  ill  in  some 
way  through  it,  it  will  react  in  that  way,  it  will  poison  all 
that  lovely  leaping  lightness,  everything  will  be  dragged 
down  and  heavy  in  you,  as  it  was — and  I  wondered  since  if 
its  only  this  that  needs  to  be  set  straight,  Ive  wondered  if 
that  feeling  that  Ive  had  that  something  was  still  holding  me 
back  in  some  way  from  what  I  love  was  this  only,  its  felt 
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that  it  was  holding  you  back  from  something  in  some  way 
too,  its  felt  that  at  some  time  and  in  some  form  what  was 
done  then  will  need  to  be  gone  back  through  and  undone, 
I  dont  know  how.  But  in  this  last  day  things  have  come 
and  if  theyre  true  this  would  be  gathered  in  by  them.  A 
few  days  ago  what  Ive  written  was  finished  and  tomorrow 
or  next  day  it  will  be  among  people.  I  know  that  in  the 
next  weeks  something  is  going  to  be  strained  in  me  worse 
than  its  ever  been — to  an  extent  its  been  so  after  each  time 
Ive  finished,  and  through  things  that  have  come  Ive  seen 
that  it  was  in  times  that  were  waiting  like  this  that  some- 
thing has  broken  in  me,  that  each  time,  at  a  particular  place 
where  this  pulling  was  too  hard  something  in  me  plunged 
away  from  it  into  things  and  escaped,  Ive  seen  that  now  and 
understood  it  and  its  as  if  it  will  not  come  again,  theres  some- 
thing which  is  yielded  up  in  me,  but  these  last  days  pushing 
feelings  have  come  in  me  which  Ive  tried  to  understand,  a 
great  many  things  came,  it  felt  that  there  was  something  of 
what  they  were  from  in  each  thing  that  came,  then  in  the  end 
it  was  as  if  they  were  a  pushing  in  me  to  by  some  way  get 
near  to  something  which  I  could  love  in  a  particular  kind 
of  way  and  to  stay  near  it  for  these  weeks  or  for  however 
long  a  feeling  to  stay  near  it  stayed  in  me.  Then  this  search- 
ing part  in  me  tried  to  find  if  there  was  any  guiding  in  me 
to  any  particular  people  I  needed  to  be  near.  Two  sets  of 
people  came  in  me,  each  one  first  it  was  as  if  it  was  these  but 
in  the  end  it  was  as  if  it  was  neither  and  then  suddenly  you 
and  Surd  leaped  up  in  me  and  something  stopped  and  was 
satisfied — do  you  remember  that  night  when  you  came, 
together,  when  you  and  Surd  talked  to  each  other? — while 
I  was  between  you  a  particular  kind  of  intense  satisfied  feel- 
ing came  in  me  which  was  stronger  than  any  feeling  thats 
ever  come  in  me  between  two  people,  Ive  forgotten  nearly 
everything  that  was  said,  but  the  feeling  stays  in  me,  it  will 
not  be  able  to  go,  it  was  different  to  any  feeling  which  has 
come  in  me  for  either  of  you  when  I  was  with  you  alone,  I 
was  confused  later  by  feelings  of  something  ugly  in  you  when 
you  were  together,  but  I  understand  those  clearer  now,  and 


32  An  Account 

its  the  other  that  stays — but  now,  my  dear  hearts,  pierce 
behind  my  writing  to  what  it  comes  from  if  you  can  for  I 
shant  be  able  to  give  more  than  dim  clues  in  what  I  will  try 
to  write  now,  but  its  as  if  this  strain  that  comes  in  me,  by 
the  nearest  way  to  say  it  is  not  first  of  all  from  impatience  in 
me  who  am  a  separate  person  to  go  to  another  whom  I  love, 
first  of  all  its  as  if  its  something  beyond  that — its  as  if,  if  it 
can  be  expressed  so,  each — this  other  whom  I  love  and  I — 
is  a  gathering  point  for  more  masses  to  gather  round  and 
struggle  through  than  gather  and  struggle  in  most  separate 
individuals — I  have  dim  feelings  that  its  as  if  its  to  do  with 
this  that  I  need  to  be  near  something  at  this  time  while  I 
wait  which  I  can  touch  and  see  and  which  I  can  pour  my 
loving  into,  which  yet  is  not  a  single  person — my  love  is 
strong  but  it  and  my  body  are  often  separated  which  is 
weakness — I  dont  know  my  dear  ones  whether  even  in  the 
dimmest  way  a  consciousness  of  what  is  in  me  will  go  into 
you  through  what  I  write  and  yet  its  as  if  its  some  instinct 
in  me  thats  pierced  to  a  power  in  you  to  understand  to- 
gether, which  is  pushing  me  to  you — it  was  as  if  something 
in  Surd  which  was  expressed  in  an  odd  way  when  he  said 
that  it  was  as  if  there  was  something  wiser  and  yet  foolisher 
in  me  than  in  any  other  person  whom  hed  known  was  a  part 
expressing  of  a  consciousness  in  him  which  saw  further 
behind  than  its  in  most  people  to  see,  and  then  again  at  the 
end  when  it  was  as  if  suddenly  everything  which  had  been 
fighting  against  me  went  down  in  him  and  he  said  /  do 
understand,  till  then  i:  was  as  if  something  in  him  had  held 
me  away  yet  when  he  put  his  hands  on  me  then  it  felt  it  was 
in  him  to  love  me  deeper  than  its  in  you  my  lamb — if  that 
came  from  nothing  but  pity  which  restrained  feelings  of 
shrinking,  if  it  wasnt  a  spontaneous  stretching  up  of  love 
out  of  his  deepest  parts,  then  my  instincts  were  deceived  in 
a  way  Ive  not  found  them  deceived  before — Ive  always  dis- 
tinguished clearly  in  you  what  came  from  a  sort  of  kindness 
or  pity  feeling,  which  is  strong  in  you,  and  what  rushed  up 
and  out  through  a  gripping  of  your  hands  which  came  through 
a  sudden  rushing  up  of  love  in  you — and  with  him,  if  when 


An  Account  33 

he  put  his  arms  out  and  held  me  as  he  held  me,  if  then  he 
was  deceiving  me,  out  of  whatever  kindly  feelings — but 
no,  he  wouldnt  be  able  to  do  that,  its  not  because  he  would 
think  it  wrong  but  because  its  not  in  him  to  do  it — in  the 
same  way,  if  I  never  saw  him  again,  I  should  trust  when  he 
said — Either  we  shall  be  friends  or  enemies,  nothing  be- 
tween—that it  was  not  a  light  thing,  and  I  should  believe 
that  when  he  gave  what  he  gave,  and  took  what  went  from 
me  in  the  end  that  it  sealed  that  it  was  friendship  that  he 
meant  to  take  and  give,  and  it  felt  that  he  bound  himself 
and  he  bound  me — not  on  the  outside,  but  inside — in  a  way 
which  will  go  on  always,  I  didnt  understand  it  but  I  felt  it, 
I  felt  that  whatever  came,  whatever  accident  or  misunder- 
standing, something  in  me  would  stay  true  to  it  too,  but  his 
love  is  steadier,  it  stands  outside  separation  better  than  I 
can  stand  it — I  dont  feel  the  same  about  you  my  dear  heart, 
its  not  that  I  love  you  less,  it  may  be  I  love  you  more,  but 
I  love  you  differently — with  you,  you  love  people  when 
youre  with  them,  but  Surd  loves  them  when  hes  away  from 
them — Ive  never  felt  you  near  me  when  youve  been  away 
from  me,  not  yet,  but  Ive  felt  Surd  near  me  often — but  O 
my  dear  ones  I  love  you,  both,  so  lightly  and  so  deeply  as  it 
seems — when  I  think  of  you  everything  dances  and  sings 
inside  me — theres  something  that  you  set  free  in  me  and 
theres  something  that  I  set  alight  in  you — you  are  on  my 
way,  you  are  not  the  beginning  and  not  the  end  but  you  are 
beautiful  on  the  way — it  seemed  that  I  was  meant  to  leave 
you,  and  I  did  leave  you,  not  only  by  outside  ways  but 
inside,  then  it  seemed  that  you  were  given  back  to  me,  for 
a  little  while,  not  for  an  escape  but  for  a  Godspeed,  not  to 
hold  me  back  but  to  pull  me  on— its  as  if  Im  not  alone,  its 
as  if  there  are  multitudes  behind  me — but  yet,  if  theres 
nothing  in  you  that  leaps  up  when  you  read  what  Ive  written 
to  you,  then  I  shall  have  made  a  mistake,  it  will  be  something 
else  that  these  pushing  feelings  are  pushing  me  to — but  if 
a  feeling  comes  in  you  like  a  rushing  up  thats  true,  if  some- 
thing inside  you  which  is  not  your  chinking  mind  suddenly 
leaps  up  and  stretches  out  to  me,  then  obey  that,  the  rest 
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will  follow,  but  if  nothing  moves  in  you,  then  obey  that  too, 
then  all  these  feelings  which  seem  to  be  pushing  me  to  you 
are  not  that,  they  are  something  else. 

I  am  sending  you  what  Ive  written,  in  what  Ive  written 
which  is  to  do  with  you,  it  will  appear  that  you  are  what  is 
called  idealized.  In  actualness  you  are  not  described,  what 
comes  is  not  a  presentment  of  you,  not  a  presentment  of 
you  with  your  weakness  and  your  strength  seen  in  relation 
to  you  or  to  what  is  outside  you,  its  a  presentment  of  some 
parts  of  you  which  stretched  out  to  a  need  in  me. 
'  When  I  heard  that  Surd  was  ill,  my  first  impulse  was  to 
come  at  once.  But  then  it  felt  it  was  better  not.  But  now 
perhaps  tomorrow  or  perhaps  the  day  after  I  will  come  unless 
I  hear  from  you  to  ask  me  not  to. 


XIV 

More  things  have  come  since  yesterday,  111  try  to  tell 
them  to  you.  Theyve  come  in  part  through  what  came  last 
night.  Last  night  I  gave  what  Ive  written  to  whom  I  love, 
I  didnt  give  it  directly  I  gave  it  as  directly  as  I  was  guided 
to  give  it.  Through  what  came  earlier  it  had  come  into  me 
that  something  would  come  while  it  was  being  given,  but 
what  came  in  actualness  in  those  instants  was  beyond  any- 
thing that  these  piercings  had  lit  up,  and  when  it  was  over, 
through  things  that  came  it  grew  into  me  that  theres  some- 
thing in  me  which  is  not  ready  in  a  way  in  which  it  seemed 
it  was  ready,  its  nearer  than  its  been,  when  this  goes  among 
people  it  will  be  pushed  still  nearer,  but  if  what  came  in  me 
is  true,  its  still  not  enough,  its  not  enough  to  bring  that 
might  of  love  into  me  which  I  need  to  fulfil  what  its  in  me  to 
fulfil  whether  by  dying  or  by  living — have  you  understood 
my  darlings  that  if  I  die,  it  will  not  be  through  a  bowing 
down  and  a  giving  up  in  me,  it  wont  be  a  passive  thing, 
while  these  feelings  are  in  me  I  cant  die — have  you  under- 
stood that  its  only  through  this  might  of  loving  that  I  can 
die,  that  until  Im  alive  fuller  than  Ive  ever  been  alive  Im 
not  ready  to  die — I  cant  tell  it  you  as  its  in  me,  but  can  you 
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feel  that  the  dying  which  will  be  required  of  me  if  its  re- 
quired can  only  come  out  of  the  most  intense  living  and  that 
if  Im  too  weak  for  this  living  Im  too  weak  for  that  dying — 
and  have  you  understood  that  it  can  come  by  no  struggling 
and  straining  of  my  will  nor  by  any  crushing  or  repressing 
nor  by  any  fixed  violent  determination,  that  it  can  only  come 
when  every  movement  and  thought  and  act  and  look  is  a 
rushing  up  out  of  living  love — but  my  hearts  last  night  it 
was  lit  up  in  me  in  a  deeper  way  than  its  been,  that  though 
theres  a  part  in  me  which  is  ready  now,  yet  at  extremest 
moments,  by  the  nearest  way  that  I  can  say  it,  my  body 
cant  hold  me — my  body  has  not  been  the  vehicle  of  my  love 
as  its  fitted  to  be,  and  from  this,  in  extremest  moments  it 
fails,  in  its  strongest  rushes  my  love  is  stopped  by  my  body, 
my  love  cant  find  a  way  out  through  my  body  and  my  love 
leaves  my  body — till  my  love  has  poured  its  way  through 
my  hands  and  my  lips  and  my  face  whenever  and  however 
it  presses  to  rush  through  what  these  are  in  me,  till  Ive  given 
the  extremest  that  its  in  me  to  give  to  all  who  are  on  my 
way  and  held  back  nothing  I  shall  be  held  back  from  my 
love  who  is  my  way — I  cant  say  this  except  in  that  way  which 
is  called  mystically,  till  now  over  and  over  a  sight  of  it  has 
been  confused  in  me,  till  now  over  and  over  its  been  as  if 
Ive  given  too  much,  but  now  its  as  if  in  actualness  Ive  never 
given  enough,  that  each  time  what  seemed  a  giving  too 
much  in  actualness  sprang  at  its  root  from  a  holding  back  in 
some  part,  through  which  by  some  strangeness  it  was  not 
only  that  what  sprang  up  to  rush  out  through  other  parts 
was  held  back,  but  what  struggled  to  rush  out  was  drawn  back 
into  this  single  part,  so  that  by  the  nearest  way  to  say  it  this 
made  a  clotting  inside  me  of  all  that  struggled  to  rush  out 
through  every  part,  drawn  down  into  one  separate  single  part — 
if  nothing  had  been  held  back  all  would  have  spread  and 
mingled  and  harmonized,  there  would  have  been  no  false 
pressing  on  any  single  part — with  you  too  my  heart,  nothing 
that  came  that  was  ugly  came  at  its  root  from  a  stretching 
out  in  me  to  give  too  much,  at  its  root  it  came  from  a  fear, 
which  was  a  repressing,  it  may  be  that  it  was  because  I  didnt 
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understand  this  as  clearly  as  I  understand  it  now  that  I  was 
held  back  from  writing  what  came  with  you  in  what  I  wrote 
— but  when  this  had  been  lit  in  me,  when  it  had  come  into 
me  that  it  was  this  that  still  held  me  back,  then  this  piercing 
part  searched  again,  and  then  it  lit  again  on  you  together,  it 
stayed  that  its  as  if  theres  something  in  you  together  in  which 
theres  a  power  to  draw  out  and  use  my  love  more  com- 
pletely than  any  other  separate  or  joined  thing  on  my  way 
— have  you  felt  that  even  before  I  felt  you  together  some 
part  in  me  knew  this  and  that  it  was  this  consciousness  which 
was  hidden  in  me  that  in  part  brought  those  feelings  of 
violent  impatience  to  push  you  together — O  my  hearts  if 
this  is  a  delusion  of  my  imagination  it  will  drop  down  and 
end  as  delusions  end,  but  if  its  a  true  thing,  then  whatever 
comes  against  it  on  the  outside,  in  the  end  its  as  if  in  some 
form  it  will  happen — but  O  my  darlings  Im  afraid — Im  not 
afraid  of  your  feelings  but  Im  afraid  of  your  minds  as  Im 
afraid  of  my  mind  and  all  people's  minds — Im  afraid  of 
those  fixed  masses  of  fixed  images  in  you  and  in  me  and  in 
all  people — they  leap  up  through  a  least  touch  from  out- 
side— youre  far  freer  than  most  people  but  they  are  in  you 
too — have  you  ever  found  what  I  didnt  find  clearly  till  all 
my  writing  was  done,  it  may  be  if  Id  found  it  before  it 
would  have  prevented  my  writing,  how  all  the  strangeness 
of  what  is  called  the  style  springs  in  its  root  from  a  pushing 
of  something  in  me  to  distract  the  attention  of  this  part  in 
people,  have  you  understood  that  if  its  form  didnt  in  some 
way  baffle  this  in  people  or  what  is  called  disarm  it  that 
something  wouldnt  be  able  to  go  into  them  and  take  root 
and  grow  without  any  clear  consciousness  in  this  part  in 
them  either  of  what  it  was  which  had  gone  in  or  that  it  had 
gone  into  them — the  feelings  of  irritation  or  pleasure  or 
impatience  or  bewilderment  and  masses  of  other  feelings 
that  it  brings  in  people  and  that  it  will  bring  more  and  more 
in  them  arent  simple  feelings,  they  spring  from  every  variety 
of  need  and  no  need  and  capacity  and  incapacity — Im  afraid 
my  hearts  but  its  as  if  my  need  of  you  and  longing  for  you 
is  stronger  than  this. — Theres  something  stopping  in  me, 
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it  feels  that  some  part  is  ended  and  a  new  part  is  to  be  begun 
which  comes  separately — my  dear  darlings  dont  be  afraid 
of  things  in  me — if  youre  afraid  I  shall  be  horrible  or  terrible 
or  dead  to  you. 

XV 

I  couldnt  write  yesterday  because  as  soon  as  Id  finished 
what  I  wrote  to  you  something  happened  to  my  head  and  I 
suddenly  felt  sick  and  when  I  tried  to  write  my  head  got 
very  hot  and  everything  went  fast  in  it,  I  think  it  was  more 
the  end  of  something  than  the  beginning  of  an  illness,  and 
I  think  I  shall  soon  be  better  and  that  when  I  am  better  it 
will  be  a  fresh  beginning  and  that  I  shall  be  stronger  than 
before,  I  think  it  sometimes  happens  that  what  seems  a 
sudden  giving  way  of  your  body  is  in  actualness  a  fresh 
beginning,  and  sometimes  too  when  one  feels  ill  things  are 
lit  up  clearer  through  not  being  able  to  see  so  many  things — 
what  matters  most  stands  more  alone — yesterday  when  I 
was  trying  to  write  things  to  you  everything  went  but  that 
the  beginning  and  end  of  things  to  do  with  you  and  with 
me  my  dear  hearts  is  a  need  to  trust  something  in  me,  and 
absolutely,  and  if  you  asked  why,  I  cant  tell,  more  than  that 
its  as  if  in  things  which  are  to  do  with  you  and  with  me — 
not  with  things  to  do  with  you  alone — its  more  in  me  to 
direct  and  more  in  you  to  follow,  and  that  if  you  could  do 
this  my  dear  hearts  it  wouldnt  often  take  you  astray  and 
that  when  it  did  it  would  soon  take  you  back  again,  and  it 
feels  that  if  you  could  trust  it  with  this  complete  trust,  and 
if  you  could  let  me  feel  that  trust  and  let  me  rest  on  it  that 
this  guiding  in  me  would  stay  in  its  place,  that  it  wouldnt 
be  driven  out  and  rush  into  things  and  places  to  which  it 
doesnt  belong,  as  it  has  done,  at  times — and  do  you  see  my 
darlings  its  as  if  it  was  to  do  with  this  thing  when  Surd  asked 
me,  that  afternoon,  it  seemed  angrily,  or  in  exasperation — 
Do  you  ever  look  ahead — and  when  I  thought,  it  felt  that  it 
was  true,  that  in  this  part  I  never  look  ahead  in  the  sense  he 
meant,  in  this  part  I  never  calculate  or  make  up  plans,  plans 
come,  I  see  them,  I  move  into  them  and  out  of  them,  but  in 
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this  part,  by  the  nearest  way  to  say  it  which  seems  contra- 
diction, nothing  is  fixed  but  what  moves  always — or  nothing, 
is  fixed  as  much  as  what  moves  always — I  know  that  it  would 
seem  this  is  simpler  for  people  who  are  free  from  all  outside 
ties  and  from  a  need  to  trouble  to  get  money,  but  its  as  if  in 
actualness  its  not  all  chance  and  accident  as  it  would  seem 
to  be,  its  as  if  there  are  things  in  some  people  by  which  they 
slip  through  what  seems  to  others  to  bind  them  down,  I 
dont  know  how  much  this  is  so  with  me  since  Ive  never  had 
outside  ties  and  Ive  always  had  money,  but  its  felt  at  times 
that  it  would  be  the  same. 

It  feels  that  I  shall  come  tomorrow  night.  And  I  warn 
you  that  when  I  see  you  I  shall  hug  and  hug  you — and  if 
there  are  other  people  there,  if  I  dont  like  them  I  shall  sit 
down  and  cry,  very  loud,  till  Ive  frightened  them  away — 
and  then  my  lambs,  we'll  get  on  a  broomstick,  all  three,  and 
we'll  fly  and  fly  till  we  get  to  the  other  side  of  the  world, 
and  then  we'll  make  tea  and  eat  cherry  jam,  and  then  we'll 
look  at  the  stars  and  the  moon  and  the  fireflies,  and  then 
we'll  paddle  in  the  grass  because  its  so  warm,  and  we'll  listen 
to  all  the  little  singing  things  that  only  sing  in  the  night,  and 
we'll  talk  and  talk  and  talk,  but  only  in  whispers  because  its 
all  so  lovely  and  then  when  Ive  kissed  you  all  over  from  the 
tips  of  your  hairs  to  the  ends  of  your  toes  we'll  go  to  bed — 
and  if  theres  only  one  bed  I  warn  you  sweethearts  that  I 
shall  have  the  warm  place  in  the  middle — and  then  we'll 
dream  lovely  dreams  and  we'll  wake  and  tell  them  each 
other,  but  mine  will  be  the  best  because  I  was  in  the  middle 
and  old  Surd's  will  be  the  worst  because  Cett  got  all  the 
blanket  on  his  side — he  would  you  know — and  then  we'll 
get  up  and  we'll  eat  lovely  lovely  things — only  we'll  make 
Cett  wash  up  because  hes  the  laziest — and  then  we'll  go 
out,  and  the  sun  will  be  shining  and  the  sky  blue  and  all  the 
people  will  smile  and  theyll  be  dressed  in  lovely  things  and 
we'll  take  their  hands  and  we'll  dance  and  dance  and  sing 
and  then  we'll  fly  back  and  we'll  buy  magic  wands  and  we'll 
poke  all  the  poor  dead  lambs  in  the  shops  and  streets  and: 
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buses  and  tubes  till  they  begin  to  jump  about  and  eat  cherry 
jam  and  dream  dreams  and  kiss  kisses  just  because  theyre 
too  happy  to  do  anything  else — O  sweethearts  sweethearts 
its  lovely  to  be  alive — and  if  youre  not  there  when  I  come 
tomorrow  night  I  shall  sit  on  the  door  mat  and  cry  and  cry 
till  you  come  back  so  hurry  like  dear  beautiful  sweet  lovely 
darling  lambs. 

XVI 

I  cant  come  if  you  make  conditions.  Thats  not  from 
pride,  and  its  not  because  I  want  to  come  any  less  than  I 
have  from  the  beginning,  but  because  if  Im  not  free  every- 
thing will  go  wrong  again. — And  there  are  things  it  seems 
you  dont  understand.  First,  have  you  ever  known  me  to 
be  rude  to  anyone  ?     Cett  has  seen  me  rude  twice,  the  first 

time  was  to  S ,  partly  it  was  from  a  sudden  flaring  up 

of  disgust  and  contempt,  partly  it  was  from  a  stupidity  which 
I  will  tell  you  if  you  wish  but  Id  prefer  not  at  present,  but 
till  that  afternoon  Id  felt  a  sort  of  gratitude  to  them,  I  knew 
I  was  something  horrible  to  them,  and  the  gratitude  feeling 
came  from  feeling  that  it  was  their  concern  for  Layos  that 
had  made  them  do  what  they  did,  I  felt  it  in  a  twisted  way 
even  about  their  direction  to  the  matron  that  she  was  on  no 
account  to  touch  money  from  me — but  that  afternoon  he 
not  only  told  me,  not  directly,  but  quite  clearly,  what  a 
beastly  and  unhealthy  person  he  felt  I  was,  but  he  told  me  a 
minute  afterwards  that  he  did  not  intend  to  be  "  out  of 
pocket  "  through  Layos,  but  intended  to  help  himself  back 
out  of  the  money  given  by  me  to  Layos — then  something 
blazed  in  me — that  he  felt  disgust  I  understood  and  accepted 
because  I  knew  he  couldnt  understand  but  that  on  the  top 
of  that  he  could  have  touched  that  money — certainly  what  I 
said  to  him  could  be  described  as  rude,  the  second  time  was 
when  some  people  came  and  I  hated  Cett's  way  with  them, 
I  said  nothing  but  I  went  suddenly,  I  knew  if  I  didnt  go  at 
once  I  shouldnt  at  all,  and  if  Id  stayed  I  should  have  been 
suffocated.  And  if  Ive  nothing  to  say  I  am  sometimes 
silent,  which  is  also  considered  rude  by  some  people,  but 
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Im  naturally  a  very  vilely  polite  person,  by  which  I  mean 
that  I  very  often  say  things  and  do  things  which  are  in- 
sincere because  my  shrinking  from  the  sort  of  outside  dis- 
harmony that  what  I  suppose  you  mean  by  rudeness  makes 
is  stronger  than  it  is  from  the  inside  mess  the  other  makes — 
is  it  possible  you  didnt  understand  when  I  said  if  there  were 
people  there  I  didnt  like  I  should  cry  till  Id  frightened  them 
away — is  it  possible,  Surd,  you  didnt  understand  that  that 
came  from  a  sudden  rushing  up  of  fun  in  me  ? — havent  you 
understood  that  its  constantly  happening  in  me,  that  its  a 
safety  pipe — things  would  burst  me  if  it  wasnt  there.  And 
theres  another  thing  I  dont  think  you  understand,  its  the 
kneeling  down  feeling  Ive  got  in  me  for  you,  I  have  it  for 
some  people,  it  stays  even  behind  the  wildest  fun  or  violent  est 
abuse,  I  had  it  for  Layos  and  I  dont  think  he  ever  under- 
stood it  either  consciously,  except  in  flashes,  though  uncon- 
sciously it  or  what  came  through  it  pulled  him,  or  something 
in  him,  more  than  anything  else  in  me,  but  I  dont  think  he 
ever  consciously  distinguished  it  from  something  like  the 
cringing  of  an  animal  under  a  whip,  or  of  an  animal  part  of 
people  under  what  corresponds  to  whips,  I  mean  whips  of 
what  are  called  lusts  and  desires  and  a  great  many  names,  I 
dont  think  he  understood  that  everything  that  came  from  it 
was  a  deliberate  gift  that  could  have  been  held  back  at  any 
moment,  I  think  you  confuse  it  with  weakness  too,  its  not 
weakness,  the  pride  that  hides  it  is  weakness.  Then  about 
heroics,  I  do  get  what  its  probable  you  mean  by  heroics, 
sometimes  theyre  sham,  sometimes  real,  its  likely  youve  not 
distinguished  much  between  the  two,  Cett  gets  them  too, 
but  he  hides  them  more  because  hes  more  sensitive  to  ridi- 
cule, or  at  least  he  pays  more  attention  to  it,  heroics  come 
from  a  great  many  things,  there  are  the  ones  that  come  from 
a  tendency  that  people  of  our  type — Cett's  and  mine  I  mean 
— often  have  to  exaggerate  everything  in  our  imagination — 
if  you  give  our  imagination  a  bare  fact  we're  not  content  to 
chew  and  wait — if  you  tell  Cett  or  me  that  someone  we're 
fond  of  is  looking  pale,  in  certain  moods  in  two  minutes  we'll 
be  sitting  by  their  death  beds  and  in  two  more  we'll  be  so 
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torn  up  with  anxiety  that  if  they  turn  up  presently  quite  well 
its  as  much  of  a  shock  as  a  telegram  to  say  theyre  dead — 
and  the  other  way  round,  if  you  tell  me  somebody  said  they 
rather  liked  me  its  the  same,  in  two  minutes  111  have  clasped 
them  inside  me  and  theyll  shine  with  virtues  and  we'll  be 
deep  deep  friends  for  ever  and  ever  till  the  end  of  the  world 
— theres  a  clue  to  a  deeper  part  of  whats  behind  that  in  my 
whats  called  philosophy — its  lit  up  by  things  Ive  written  I  mean 
— when  its  understood,  heroics  that  come  from  that  wont 
be  dismissed  as  heroics,  theyll  be  seen  as  clues  to  other 
things — about  my  particular  heroics,  I  expect  youre  muddled, 
my  writing — the  printed  writing  I  mean— is  not  heroics, 
but  its  often  on  a  what  can  be  called  heroic  plane,  as  most 
poetry  is  and  should  be — 111  say  more  of  that  some  day  but 
not  now,  but  what  often  confuses  people  and  pushes  them 
into  heroics,  gets  them  tangled  in  them,  comes  from  trying 
to  stay  in  the  same  mood  or  same  place  longer  than  in  act- 
ualness  they  are  there,  theyve  not  understood  that  a  thing 
that  theyve  said  truly  in  one  instant,  the  next  instant  it  may 
be  false  for  them  to  say,  not  because  the  thing  was  false 
when  it  came  from  them,  but  just  because  its  so  that  theyve 
changed,  gone  on,  or  back,  anyway  gone  somewhere  else, 
they  may  be  back  there  again  presently,  but  theyre  not  there 
now — put  shortly,  the  same  thing  that  wasnt  heroics  five 
minutes  ago  may  be  heroics  five  minutes  later,  it  isnt  that 
the  thing  becomes  false  because  it  becomes  false  for  the 
person  to  say  it,  the  thing  stays,  but  its  separate  from  the 
person,  but  its  very  few  people's  minds  that  can  grasp  and 
hold  that  it  seems,  a  great  many  people  act  on  it,  but  they 
nearly  always  explain  the  acting  on  it  as  something  else,  as 
a  deliberate  change  of  mind  mostly,  and  then  theres  a  fine 
confusion  inside  them  when  they  find  themselves  back  in 
the  same  place  just  as  soon  as  the  explanation's  over — then 
its  time  for  heroics,  or  anyway  for  lies  of  some  sort,  unless 
theyre  a  very  rarely  humble  kind  of  person — theres  a  great 
many  more  things  heroics  come  from  I  havent  time  to  say 
here,  but  do  you  see,  until  this  is  recognized,  in  proportion 
as  people's  changes  are  quick  and  sudden,  and  as  theyre 
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sensitive  to  disapproval,  so  it  will  be  more  difficult  for  them 
to  keep  off  heroics — dont  you  see  that  its  a  fixed  thing  in 
most  people's  minds — how  it  came  to  be  fixed  in  the  be- 
ginning is  a  thing  Ive  only  touched  the  fringe  of,  youll  need 
to  pierce  very  deep  and  stretch  very  wide  to  get  right  under 
and  behind  that — but  its  a  fixed  thing  in  most  people's  minds 
that  if  an  instant  after  a  thing  which  is  what  is  called  a  serious 
thing  has  come  from  a  person  theyre  sky-rocketing  whoop 
miles  away  in  the  air,  if  the  instant  its  off  their  tongue  theyre 
dancing  a  jig  like  something  gone  mad  with  fun  and  happi- 
ness, its  a  fixed  thing  that  theyre  superficial,  which  is  a 
disapproved  of  thing  to  be,  and  also  its  a  clear  sign  that  the 
thing  they  said  cant  be  true  or  come  from  any  deep  seeing 
in  them,  but  so  far  as  I  can  find,  with  me  at  least  its  so,  the 
deeper  something  in  me  pierces  and  the  more  some  part 
has  to  make  a  mighty  effort — not  strain,  but  effort — to  hold 
what  it  gets  to  the  more  the  natural  thing  that  comes  after 
that  is  a  terrific  wild  sweep  up  of  fun  feeling,  and  if  that 
natural  reaction  is  let  have  its  way,  if  the  thing  that  came 
before  was  true  I  shall  be  back  in  it  presently,  and  burrow- 
ing more,  but  to  this  fixed  part  in  people,  to  the  ones  that 
were  impressed  with  the  thing  that  came  first,  the  sudden 
flinging  off  from  it  seems  cynicism  and  emptiness,  and  to 
the  ones  to  whom  it  was  nothing  but  morbidity  or  madness 
— or  heroics — its  a  sign  of  some  latent  healthy  mindedness 
in  them  thats  reacting  against  unhealthy  and  ridiculous 
fantasies— thats  a  little  your  feeling  do  you  see  my  dear,  a 
little  of  Cett's  only  in  so  far  as  hes  influenced  by  you,  and 
hes  very  influenced  by  you,  and  by  everyone  hes  with  at  the 
time  hes  with  them,  its  a  strength  and  weakness,  111  say  more 
of  it  some  time,  theres  not  time  now — I  dont  think  chere 
were  heroics  in  the  letters  I  wrote  you  but  I  was  loaded  down 
when  I  wrote  them,  not  with  outside  things  but  with  inside 
things,  I  cant  tell  much  about  it  yet,  do  you  know  the  feeling 
that  you  must  wait  about  things — but  it  feels  that  through 
things  that  struggled  inside  then,  theres  something  changed, 
that  something  that  needed  to  happen  then,  or  that  would 
have  been  needed  if  this  hadnt  come  isnt  needed  now,  but 
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all  the  while  this  struggling  was  happening  in  me  things 
which  it  seemed  were  to  do  with  you  kept  coming,  they  were 
like  what  you  see  in  some  patterns  when  there  are  dim 
patterns  weaving  in  and  out  behind  the  strong  ones  in  front, 
they  had  an  echo  feeling,  it  was  as  if  everything  that  was 
happening  in  a  violenter  way  was  reflected  in  them,  first 
there  were  sharp  feelings,  it  seemed  they  came  from  dread 
of  your  going,  then  it  seemed  it  wasnt  only  a  what  is  called 
personal  feeling  but  that  it  came  too  from  a  consciousness 
that  it  wasnt  meant  that  you  should  go,  then  something 
inside  me  struggled  against  your  going,  then  other  things 
came  and  I  stopped  struggling,  then  there  was  a  time  when 
everything  to  do  with  you  grew  dim,  it  seemed  something 
in  me  was  saying  goodbye  to  you,  it  was  as  if  everything 
sharp  and  vehement  in  feelings  for  you  had  gone,  there  was 
only  something  gentle  and  far  away  left,  and  it  was  as  if  you 
were  far  away  too,  and  for  days  a  consciousness  of  you  went 
out  of  me,  then,  it  suddenly  came  back,  and  then  everything 
that  it  seemed  had  been  finished  it  seemed  was  begun  again, 
but  in  a  different  way— it  felt  then,  in  the  same  way  as  it 
felt  with  this  other  struggling,  that  everything  that  came  on 
the  outside  in  the  end  to  do  with  you  would  depend  on  some 
inside  struggling  in  me  then,  over  and  over  I  wanted  to  go 
to  you  or  to  write  to  you,  or  to  go  to  the  other  people  who 
knew  you  or  to  write  to  them  to  ask  of  you,  and  over  and  over 
I  nearly  went  and  I  nearly  wrote,  sometimes  I  went  as  far 
as  their  doors,  and  stood  outside,  and  all  the  time  in  between 
mocking  feelings  kept  coming,  it  kept  feeling — what  little 
things— what  do  they  matter — how  do  you  dare  to  wash 
your  face — youve  had  no  directing  in  you  to  say  you  may — 
all  these  pushings  and  directings  and  seeings  theyre  nothing 
but  morbidness  and  superstition — defy  them — go  out  and 
do  something— then  I  got  ill,  then  I  got  up  and  then  I  heard 
you  were  just  going,  it  didnt  seem  to  matter,  sometimes  it 
did  but  there  was  too  much  else,  then  those  other  feelings 
came  when  it  seemed  you  were  not  gone,  or  come  back, 
then  I  was  suddenly  told  you  were  not  gone,  then  I  wrote 
to  you — it  feels  that  both  what  came  then  in  what  I  wrote 
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to  you  and  the  way  it  came  was  true,  I  was  fighting  and  I 
was  nearly  down  and  one  of  my  instincts  was  to  lie  down 
and  not  get  up  again — then  other  things  happened  I  told 
you  something  of,  and  then  it  felt  something  was  coming 
and  changing,  and  still  all  the  while  things  to  do  with  you 
kept  coming  like  echoes  and  reflectings  of  this  other — and 
then  it  felt  it  was  out  of  this  same  thing  that  was  growing 
that  something  pushed  me  to  go  to  see  you,  then  when  it 
came  to  going,  my  body  and  all,  the  same  things  happened 
in  a  lesser  form  as  had  happened  in  this  other  thing  which 
were  to  do  with  something  getting  control  of  my  body  that 
wasnt  my  love — I  wasnt  consciously  afraid,  or  at  least  to  be 
exacter,  my  conscious  fear  was  under  control  of  something 
it  felt  was  love  and  trust  of  you  and  things  behind,  it  was 
only  my  body  wasnt  under  control  of  that,  and  an  hour  before 
I  fixed  to  go  I  began  to  be  sick,  it  didnt  stop,  it  got  worse, 
then  I  stopped  it,  but  only  with  my  will,  my  will  forced  my 
body  and  drove  it  to  go — and  all  the  while  behind  it  felt  this 
thing  was  growing,  and  the  next  two  days  very  violent  things 
came  in  me,  the  outside  things  were  not  violent,  but  they 
were  enough  to  need  reacting  to,  and  I  think  the  feelings 
which  were  like  an  upheaving  of  everything  came  through 
this  new  thing  in  me  struggling  to  become  conscious  through 
outside  action,  some  day  111  try  to  tell  those  days,  but  not 
now. 

Theres  a  thing  in  your  letter  that  it  feels  links  on  with 
your  habit  of  what  is  generally  called  loyalty  to  people,  it 
feels  that  it  comes  from  the  same  root.  There  are  times 
when  I  let  loyalty  and  disloyalty  stand  for  virtue  and  the 
opposite,  sometimes  because  of  the  people  I  am  speaking 
to,  sometimes  through  piercing  to  what  they  come  from  in 
particular  people.  But  if  Im  speaking  of  it  to  people  who 
feel  things  as  I  do,  or  seem  able  to,  I  speak  of  the  present- 
ments that  come  from  loyalty  feelings  as  what  they  are  to 
me,  as  sham.  When  you  came  that  afternoon,  you  said 
two  things  which  were  to  do  with  Cett  that  you  knew  werent 
like  that,  and  that  you  knew  I  knew  werent  like  that,  but  it 
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took  some  minutes  each  time  to  get  you  to  throw  those 
things  away,  I  care  for  what  these  loyalties  come  from  in  you 
because  I  care  in  some  way  for  everything  that  makes  you 
up,  but  even  so  the  same  feelings  of  impatience  and  irrita- 
tion came  then  that  used  to  come  even  far  back  when  I  was 
a  child  for  a  particular  sort  of  humbug  about  people  being 
everything  good  and  right  either  because  they  were  your 
relations,  or  your  schoolmasters,  or  even  only  just  because 
they  were  grown  up — when  I  was  a  child  there  was  a  special 
sort  of  pious  manner  that  was  joined  in  my  mind  with  the 
things  that  came  when  people  were  speaking  this  way  that 
used  to  make  everything  kick  inside  me,  the  same  feeling 
comes  now  when  people  are  saying  things  from  loyalty, 
even  however  I  may  love  the  root  thing  in  them  it  comes 
from.  And  the  same  kind  of  feeling  came  in  me  instinct- 
ively for  three  sentences  that  came  in  your  letter  when  first 
I  read  it,  they  were  "  I  know  Cett  feels  exactly  the  same  as 
I  do  about  it,"  and  then  "Cett  would  say  the  same,"  and 
then  "  Its  our  view  of  the  matter."  Now  listen,  if  when  Cett 
came  that  afternoon  and  streamed  out  all  those  things  about 
you  and  Loom  and  the  rest,  if  after  hed  gone  Id  written  a 
letter  to  you  about  my  feelings  about  things  to  do  with  you, 
if  Id  said — "  I  know  Cett  feels  exactly  the  same  as  I  do  about 
it  "  and  then  "  Cett  would  say  the  same  "—and  then  "  its 
our  view  of  the  matter  "  it  would  have  misrepresented  Cett, 
not  because  it  was  a  misrepresentation  of  any  of  the  things 
hed  said  and  Id  accepted,  or  Id  said  and  hed  accepted,  but 
because  the  things  he  said  then,  all  of  which  he  will  have 
forgotten  by  now  or  made  up  freshly,  were  all  said  out  of  a 
mood,  or  an  attitude,  which  he  in  part  created  in  me  at  the 
same  time  too,  and  in  part  took  from  me,  I  mean  that  he 
knew,  not  consciously  but  instinctively,  from  his  instinctive 
sympathy  with  my  nature,  what  would  be  responded  to  or 
swallowed  by  me,  and  the  things  that  came  were  tuned  to 
fit  that,  and  it  was  quite  true,  I  did  swallow  everything  and 
pitied  the  silly  lamb  and  sympathized  with  him  and  admired 
him  as  hard  as  he  could  wish,  and  got  my  mind  muddled 
about  you  as  well,  and  those  letters  which  bothered  you 
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were  in  part  a  result  of  the  muddle,  it  wasnt  till  it  was  pushed 
right  under  my  nose  that  hed  been  doing  the  same  about 
me  that  I  began  to  sort  things — I  understood  him,  because 
I  do  much  the  same  myself,  I  fling  about  fancy  pictures 
which  the  people  Im  with  at  the  moment  will  respond  to, 
sometimes  I  do  it  consciously  for  fun  when  no  harm  can 
come  of  it,  sometimes  even  still  now  Im  as  much  taken  in  as 
the  people  Im  making  them  for,  both  about  my  motives  and 
the  things  Ive  made  out  of  the  motives — you  couldnt  ever 
do  what  we  do  in  the  same  way,  you  could  and  do  make  bad 
mistakes  about  people,  I  think  youre  more  deep  down  blind 
to  some  things  in  people  often  than  either  Cett  or  I  could 
ever  be— the  same  what  can  be  called  creating  thing  that 
makes  us  tell  what  seem — and  are — lies  about  people  also 
makes  a  piercing  to  their  truth  part  more  active  in  us — but 
youd  make  the  same  mistakes  about  them,  for  instance, 
whether  you  had  a  pain  or  whether  you  hadnt,  but  Cett's 
feelings  about  the  same  people  when  hes  got  a  pain  and  when 
he  hasnt  are  as  different  as  swans  are  different  to  hens — 
which  is  only  another  way  of  saying  that  Cett's  mind  is  more 
what  is  called  subjective  than  yours  in  this  respect,  and  so 
is  mine — but  now,  do  you  see,  Cett  will  agree  with  you 
about  things  on  the  outside  over  and  over,  and  feel  sincerely 
that  hes  agreeing  with  you  so  long  as  hes  with  you,  and  it 
may  happen  that  in  actualness  in  some  he  does  agree  with 
you,  but  what  he  agreed  with  them  with  from  inside  him 
will  nearly  never  be  the  same  as  what  you  felt  them  from, 
and  so,  in  actualness,  its  more  misrepresentation  for  you  to 
couple  yourself  with  him  in  the  way  youve  done  here  than 
it  would  be  for  me,  Cett  loves  you  at  present  in  a  way — or 
to  an  extent— that  he  doesnt  love  me,  and  so  far  as  I  can  feel 
in  a  way  and  to  an  extent  hes  never  loved  anyone  before,  its 
from  that  that  what  you  are  together  gives  at  times  the  com- 
plete feeling  it  does  give,  but  that  doesnt  alter  it  that  in  many 
ways  there  are  no  two  people  who  could  be  more  opposite 
than  you,  and  that  in  most  ways  he  is  more  like  me  than  hes 
like  you,  even  I  am  more  like  you  than  he  is — things  that 
are  important  to  the  type  of  person  you  are,  dont  matter  at 
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all  to  the  type  of  person  we  are,  we'll  often  try  to  do  as  you 
like  and  be  as  you  like  because  we  love  you,  and  we'll  often 
deceive  you  and  ourselves  that  its  because  we  are  like  that, 
but  we  arent — from  your  way  of  feeling  we're  often  very 
unscrupulous,  very  dishonourable,  very  promiscuous  in  a 
way  that  disgusts  you,  very  everything  thats  loose  and  vague 
and  unstable,  and  if  you — I  mean  your  type — try  to  force 
us — our  type— through  our  love  for  you  into  your  way,  as 
you  yourself  have  at  times  tried  to  force  Cett,  and  as  you 
try  to  force  me  in  your  letter — as  Cett  tried  to  force  me  after 
he  had  met  you,  not  before,  and  then  as  I  tried  to  force  him 
— then  we  shall  be  treacherous,  and  deceive  you,  we  shall 
be  mischievous  in  some  way — I  know  theres  no  cut  dry 
separation  between  people,  I  know  there  are  ways  in  which 
you  are  more  like  Cett  than  I  am,  theres  no  fixed  types,  but 
Im  speaking  from    a   mind-seeing  of   relations  of  general 
masses,  I  cant  make  details  here,  and  said  in  this  quick  way, 
Cett  and  I  are  more  what  is  mostly  meant  by  artists  than 
you  are — the  different  way  that  Cett    and  Layos  and  you 
accepted  the  idea  of  being  written  of  lit  up  a  difference  be- 
tween you  in  me — that  a  libel  action  idea  should  have  come 
into  your  head  in  regard  to  it,  as  a  first  thing,  lit  up  some- 
thing, and  then  a  sort  of  quality  in  your  indignation,  and  a 
feeling  that  it  wasnt  so  much  against  particular  things  I 
might  say  but  a  pure  feeling  of  revulsion  against  anything 
being  said — there  wasnt  any  mixing  of  curiosity  or  excite- 
ment or  interest  for  anything  that  might  come,  only  pure 
disgust — Lay os 's    instincts    and    Cett's    instincts   were    the 
same  as  each  other  about  it,  but  a  trouble  is  that  Cett  wastes 
too  much  energy  on  what  can  crudely  be  called  conceit  and 
vanity — if  I  were  writing  in  a  longer  way  I  should  not  call 
them  conceit  and  vanity— the  conscious  translating  of  his 
instincts  depend  terribly  on  who  hes  with — at  present  telling 
Cett  things  youve  seen  in  him  risks  making  a  mess  in  him 
instead  of  lighting  him  up,  at  present  a  habit  of  being  able 
to  separate  from  something  in  him  isnt  constant  enough, 
theres  a  particular  kind  of  indifference  to  everything  but 
getting  at  the  root  or  joining  of  a  thing  whether  inside  or 
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outside  you  that  marks  greatest  what  are  called  artists  that 
Cett  needs  more  of,  its  what  presents  itself  to  some  people 
as  humility — but  you  my  dear  youve  got  a  terrible  lot  of 
arrogance,  Cett's  arrogance  is  more  a  gesture,  often  only  a 
sort  of  mischief  swagger  feeling,  it  melts  up  in  a  flash  when 
theres  something  touched  in  him — but  you  my  dear,  it  takes 
hard  solid  smashing  to  get  through  yours — unless  your  mind 
can  be  tricked  away  while  its  blown  up— and  even  then  youll 
collect  the  bits  and  sit  on  them  like  a  hen  on  its  chickens  till 
youre  blown  up  too — Im  arrogant  too,  but  my  arrogance  is 
less  apparent  both  to  me  and  to  other  people  than  most 
people's  is  apparent  because  its  been  an  instinct  for  a  long 
time,  and  now  its  a  conscious  way  I  follow,  not  to  fight  it 
directly,  but  whenever  it  leaps  up,  to  pour  some  part  of  me 
into  what  I  can  love,  but  all  the  earlier  falseness  and  sup- 
pression and  what  came  through  that  have  had  to  be  fought 
through  and  are  still  having  to  be  fought  through. 

Ive  waited  since  this  has  been  written,  and  since  then 
things  have  grown  in  me.  Ive  read  it  through  and  Ive  seen 
a  mistake  in  it,  and  it  feels  Ive  seen  it  through  whats  grown 
since  I  wrote  it — its  in  the  first  sentence  where  it  says — I 
cant  come  if  you  make  conditions — I  understand  now  what 
the  mistake  came  from,  I  knew  I  couldnt,  or  wouldnt,  make 
promises  about  what  I  should  do  or  say  as  a  condition  of 
going  to  you,  and  so  it  seemed  that  if  you  couldnt  accept 
that,  that  it  prevented  me  from  coming,  but  now  I  know 
that  whatever  comes  which  is  to  do  with  you,  it  wont  depend 
on  any  permissions  or  forbiddings  from  you,  or  on  my  accept- 
ing of  them  as  guides  to  what  I  shall  do,  though  immediately 
it  may  depend  on  that,  but  I  know  that  if  its  meant — theres 
no  other  way  that  I  can  say  what  I  mean  quickly  except  in 
that  way — that  it  will  happen  in  the  end  if  I  stay  true  to  true 
things  inside  me — I  say  if  I  stay  true,  and  leave  out  if  you 
do  because  it  feels  in  this  its  I  who  am  more  the  active  side 
and  you  who  are  more  the  passive  side,  that  though  you  can 
make  it  more  difficult,  its  as  if  its  what  I  do  and  feel  that 
will  decide  it — its  the  same  in  what  I  said  about  not  seeing 
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Cett  if  his  coming  depended  on  my  making  promises  about 
you  and  Loom — its  true  that  I  should  not  have  made  the 
promises,  as  a  condition  of  his  coming,  but  if  hed  held  to  what 
he  said  it  wouldnt  have  stopped  my  seeing  him,  I  should  have 
gone  on  pulling  something  in  him  by  every  inside  and  out- 
side way  it  came  into  me  to  follow,  just  as  I  did  do — and 
thats  not  heroics  my  dear  heart — though  it  might  be  if  I 
said  it  when  I  was  on  my  way  coming  to  you — perhaps  on 
Wednesday — or  if  Im  a  coward  on  Thursday — or  if  Im  a 
great  coward,  on  Friday — or  if  Im  a  great  Great  coward, 
Saturday — if  it  was  after  that  I  would  only  be  fit  to  crawl 
away  and  be  eaten  by  worms — but  O  my  dear  darlings  dont 
dont  Dont  be  out  when  I  come. 


XVII 

You  know  you  said  that  no  one  would  understand  my 
writing  unless  they  knew  me  or  were  interested  in  points  of 
philosophy,  but  they  do — if  other  things  are  equal,  the  more 
people  have  had  to  struggle  with  words  as  mediums  of  ex- 
pression, I  mean  as  means  of  linking  their  spirit  part  and 
their  other  part  and  making  them  conscious  of  each  other, 
the  more  theyll  understand  me  through  my  writing  rather 
than  my  writing  through  me — at  present  it  seems  the  other 
way  with  you  Cett,  my  writing  seems  to  make  you  under- 
stand me  very  little  and  it  doesnt  help  Surd  at  all,  if  it  did 
things  might  go  quicker — some  time,  if  youll  let  me,  111  take 
a  page  to  bits  for  you,  as  much  as  I  can,  to  shew  how  it  works, 
it  might  help,  but  at  present  it  feels  youre  too  much  inside  a 
particular  physical  pulling  from  Surd  to  you  to  be  able  to 
use  your  mind  much  for  anything  thats  independent  of  that, 
anyway  I  hope  its  being  good  for  your  body,  it  felt  you 
needed  it,  but  I  hope  it  wont  go  on  too  long— till  its  over, 
this  particular  part  of  it  I  mean,  you  wont  know  how  much 
and  how  you  love  Surd — you  understood  that  at  the  be- 
ginning when  you  said  what  you  said  about  lust  and  love- 
liness and  Surd's  mind,  you  understood  a  great  many  things 
then  that  may  have  got  dimmer  now  because  youre  plunged 
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right  up  to  your  neck  in  it  now  and  then  it  hadnt  got  much 
above  your  knees,  the  whole  of  you  is  much  more  absorbed 
by  a  part  of  you,  you  always  would  abandon  yourself  more 
completely  to  things  as  they  came  than  Surd,  Surd  hasnt 
abandoned  himself  the  way  you  have,  and  yet  Surd's  sex 
part  is  much  stronger  than  yours — if  you  and  Surd  were 
separated  now,  you  might  die,  but  Surd  would  suffer  much 
more  than  you  however  much  you  died,  Surd  is  like  a  worm, 
if  you  chop  it  up  the  chopped  bits  go  on  wriggling  and  living 
separately,  your  wholeness  is  more  like  bubbles'  wholeness, 
youre  one  bubble  after  another  but  you  cant  be  chopped 
up — I  dont  know  how  much  people's  what  can  be  called 
individualities  are  independent  of  sex  attraction  in  reality, 
I  mean  how  much  its  in  them  to  recognize  they  belong  to 
each  other  without  that,  how  much  its  a  thing  to  be  shed  as 
soon  as  that  purpose  is  fulfilled,  I  think  Rupert  always  wanted 
to  get  it  soon  over  and  get  to  what  was  behind  it,  I  think  its 
that  way  with  me  too— Surd  said  something  which  might 
have  come  from  that  feeling  when  he  said  he  was  happier 
when  he  was  a  child  because  being  in  love  was  so  childish — 
but  I  think  its  more  likely  it  was  only  contrariness  he  said 
it  from — if  hed  been  a  different  kind  of  person  I  should  have 
been  more  excited,  because  there  might  be  a  mass  behind 
what  that  was  said  from  in  a  person  saying  it — but  I  dont 
think  Surd's  mind  can  play  with  words  enough  to  have 
hidden  it  that  fantastic  way  if  thered  been  that  behind  it — 
Surd's  very  muddled  about  words  and  hes  got  muddled 
theories  about  them — to  the  extent  that  he  tries  to  put  his 
theories  into  practice  when  hes  talking  he  makes  everything 
dead  or  nonsense,  theres  no  fixed  meaning  to  any  word  in 
the  sense  that  theres  a  fixed  limitation  to  its  meaning — 
except  at  any  particular  moment — or  that  it  calls  up  the 
same  consciousness  of  the  reality  of  which  its  the  symbol  in 
any  two  people's  minds — in  part  Surd's  confusion  may  come 
through  realizing  that  the  realities  and  the  symbols  are  fixed 
things  and  dont  change,  and  through  not  realizing  that  the 
people  using  them,  and  joining  them,  are  not  fixed  but  do 
change  and  are  different  not  only  to  one  another  but  to  parts 
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of  each  other — there  must  always  be  some  minimum  of  like- 
ness in  the  image  or  images  brought  up  in  the  minds  of  people 
by  the  use  of  any  word,  the  difference  is  mostly  the  differ- 
ence between  the  number  of  the  images,  and  to  the  extent 
theyre  not  speaking  direct  out  of  their  spirit  part  its  mostly 
the  difference  between  the  number  of  images  that  theyve 
got  in  them  and  can  call  up  when  a  word  is  used  that  fixes 
the  number  of  senses  theyve  the  power  to  use  it  in — if  Surd 
and  Sir  Oliver  Lodge  were  talking  together  and  one  of  them 
used  the  word  attraction  Sir  Oliver  would  be  able  to  under- 
stand something  of  all  the  senses  Surd  could  use  it  in, 
but  there  would  be  senses  in  which  Sir  Oliver  could  use  it  in 
which  it  would  have  no  meaning  for  Surd — and  if  Christ 
and  Surd  could  talk  together  Christ  would  use  the  word 
love  in  a  great  many  senses  which  Surd  would  have  to  accept 
as  different  and  either  denounce  as  false  or  admit  as  coming 
from  a  deeper  understanding  than  his — why  Surd  often 
doesnt  understand  when  hes  talking  is  because  he  doesnt  let 
a  deeper  part  than  his  conscious  mind  find  his  words  for  him 
or  understand  them  when  that  fails  him,  he  tries  to  go  on 
being  logical  and  accurate,  but  he  isnt  either,  ever,  and  so 
he  misses  both  things  and  gets  angry  and  flustered  and 
accuses  people  of  twisting  his  words,  or  says  hes  Tom  Dick 
and  Harry  and  cant  split  hairs — I  could  twist  the  things  he 
says,  often,  easily,  but  I  never  do,  because  Im  not  aiming  at 
ridiculing  him  or  confusing  him— he  doesnt  understand  how 
words  are  living  things.  Ill  try  to  tell  you  clearer  what  I 
was  trying  to  say  to  you  the  other  night,  I  think  a  thing  thats 
confused  me  with  you  and  you  with  me  often  is  that  some 
part  of  me — spirit  or  individuality  or  whatever  you  choose 
to  call  it — has  galloped  further  ahead  in  knowing  you  than  Ive 
ever  made  you  feel  yet  when  Ive  been  with  you — if  it  can  be 
put  in  this  way,  when  Im  away  from  you  I  often  seem  far 
nearer  you  than  when  Im  with  you,  both  in  my  dreams  and  at 
other  times,  and  I  believe  thats  a  reality,  what  is  often  puzz- 
ling is  that  in  this  kind  of  life — what  people  call,  in  this  world 
— it  seems  its  not  enough  for  spirit  parts  to  meet  and  mingle 
separately,  it  seems  theyve  got  to  do  it  through  their  bodies, 
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which  often  seem  to  have  no  link  at  all  with  their  spirit  part 
— Ive  said  often,  because  at  times  things  have  come  in  me, 
sudden  what  are  called  visions,  when  its  been  lit  up  how 
theyre  linked,  but  they  arent  always  in  me — some  of  them 
Ive  tried  to  tell  in  my  writing  and  Ive  tried  to  tell  how  its 
fixed  conceptions  that  keep  them  separate,  and  how  those 
conceptions  need  to  be  lifted,  and  Ive  tried  to  tell  the  only 
way  to  lift  them — anyway  to  go  back,  when  I  came  the  other 
night  it  took  a  long  while  to  get  anywhere  near  to  what  Id 
been  close  to  in  you  before  I  came  in,  its  been  the  same  with 
other  people,  the  first  feeling  when  one  comes  suddenly  is  a 
feeling  like  a  shock,  and  a  sudden  pulling  out  of  something, 
or  going  in  of  something,  then,  with  me,  there  always  comes 
a  dazed  feeling,  and  then  a  tossed  about  feeling  when  things 
are  trying  to  sort  themselves,  when  these  things  are  happen- 
ing, if  Ive  got  to  talk  at  the  same  time  its  always  empty,  I 
did  see  your  pictures,  but  only  with  a  bit  of  me,  the  same 
that  you  can  read  aloud  without  attention  to  what  youre 
reading — and  do  you  understand  Cett,  if  I  couldnt  have 
touched  you,  any  way  that  it  came  into  me,  the  way  I  did,  I 
couldnt  have  pulled  back  into  that  other  part  at  all — have 
you  ever  understood  that  though  it  seems  the  most  what  is 
called  personal  thing  you  can  do,  to  touch  a  person,  that  its 
often  the  exact  opposite,  that  through  touching  people  often 
you  lose  a  consciousness  of  the  personal  part  of  the  people 
youre  touching  and  the  same  time  get  free  from  your  own 
personal  part — last  night  I  could  have  got  quite  free  if  Surd 
hadnt  pushed  me  back  again,  and  when  youre  quite  free  you 
dont  need  to  touch  anything — I  dont  know  how  he  did  it, 
but  I  know  I  was  suddenly  in  a  mess  of  arguing  and  trying 
to  explain  things  he  didnt  want  to  know,  what  he  wanted  to 
do  was  to  knock  something  down  in  me,  not  to  understand 
it,  why  he  wants  to  do  that  so  often  I  havent  found  out 
clearly  yet,  I  shall  have  to  if  he  goes  on  doing  it — when 
youre  living  in  that  part  its  that  part  that  uses  words,  and 
anyone  can  make  nonsense  of  them  if  theyre  talking  out  of 
another  part — it  was  you  who  told  the  fable  about  the  stork 
and  the  fox,  and  it  fitted  in,  and  its  fitted  in  more  since,  but 
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if  Surd  hadnt  been  there  you  wouldnt  have  needed  to  tell 
it — and  Cett,  what  made  me  ask  you  again  what  it  was  that 
kept  you  back  from  Layos  when  he  was  dying  was  because 
its  been  difficult  to  believe  you  could  have  understood  such 
a  deep  thing  as  that  and  done  it  out  of  such  a  deep  part  of 
you — or  did  you  do  it  only  instinctively  ? — did  you  under- 
stand  what  a  deep  truth  it  is  that  to  keep  one  thing  back  from 
what  they  love  is  to  keep  everything  back — not  on  the  out- 
side but  inside — if  Layos  had  trusted  me  and  I  him,  he 
wouldnt  have  needed  to  die,  if  hed  trusted  instead  of  being 
afraid,  I  should  have  found  out  what  I  was  doing  in  the  end, 
I  should  have  found  how  I  was  trying  to  escape  through 
him — it  was  his  fear  and  my  fear,  and  then  his  mocking  out 
of  that  fear,  that  brought  that  about — it  may  be  theres  some- 
thing in  Layos  and  in  me  that  wont  be  rested  till  thats  gone 
back  through,  it  felt  as  if  he  was  near  me  lately,  when  I  was 
near  you,  but  it  may  not  be — but  Cett,  if  youve  understood 
that  deep  truth,  and  how  it  spreads  through  everything  in 
life,  then  youve  understood  the  beginning  and  end  of  every- 
thing in  me  Ive  written  out  of — and  my  darling,  dont  be 
ashamed  of  things  like  that,  if  it  was  true,  why  did  you  sud- 
denly try  to  twist  it  when  you  said  perhaps  it  was  only  you 
were  tired  when  youd  said  a  minute  back  it  wasnt  that — you 
wouldnt  have  done  that  if  Surd  hadnt  been  there — why  does 
he  make  you  ashamed  of  things  like  that,  of  speaking  of  them 
— why  does  he  mind  too  when  I  try  to  tell  him  how  I  loved 
him  when  he  kissed  me  the  way  he  did  that  afternoon — 
why  when  I  try  to  make  him  conscious  of  lovely  things  in 
him  does  it  make  him  self  conscious — what  he  did  didnt  come 
out  of  something  sham,  it  came  out  of  something  true  and 
loving  and  generous — why  does  he  try  to  make  me  feel  when 
I  write  of  it  and  speak  of  it  that  Im  being  emotional  or  in- 
tense or  mawkish  or  overemphasizing  something  that  was 
nothing — and  why  did  he  try  to  spoil  it  when  you  said  that 
Id  been  right  about  you  and  him  and  Loom — did  he  think 
it  was  conceit  that  made  things  leap  up  in  me  when  you  said 
that — why  couldnt  he  feel  that  when  you  said  that  I  felt 
humbler  than  Id  ever  felt  to  you — while  you  were  saying 
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that  something  beautiful  came  in  you,  you  were  humble 
and  tender  and  gay  all  in  one — while  it  stayed  you  looked 
like  Christ  to  me — it  seemed  you  were  far  above  me  and 
you  understood  deep  into  me  in  that  instant — and  O  Cett 
its  that  part  in  you  that  I  belong  to,  dont  hide  it,  stretch  out 
to  me  from  it,  always,  whenever  you  can — I  think  Surd 
hasnt  reached  that  yet  in  you  or  in  me — is  it  he  doesnt  want 
to  ? — I  want  him  but  he  mustnt  try  to  keep  that  back. 

I  stopped  there  last  night,  since  then  something  has  been 
lit  up  in  me,  a  way,  its  growing  each  minute,  111  tell  you,  but 
not  here,  its  fresh  it  must  come  by  itself — its  as  if  suddenly 
all  the  threads  have  come  together — its  as  if,  suddenly  every- 
thing is  opening  and  I  am  going  through — its  too  much  to 
hold  yet,  with  my  mind — if  its  delusion  it  will  fade,  if  it 
stays  111  tell  you  all — I  think  dear  hearts  I  think  my  body  is 
going  to  begin  to  die — if  you  could  know  the  wild  happiness 
inside  me — its  like  suddenly  waiting  to  be  a  bride — if  its 
true,  presently  111  tell  you  all. 

XVIII 

You  know  I  told  you  how  after  all  it  seemed  I  wasnt  meant 
to  die,  but  how  when  it  had  come,  it  was  true — that  there 
was  nothing  else  along  that  way — but  suddenly  one  morn- 
ing, after  Id  used  my  will  separate  from  my  spirit  part, 
suddenly  a  whole  new  way  with  everything  round  it  grew 
up  in  me,  it  lasted  all  day,  growing,  and  a  violent  excitement 
with  it,  it  was  a  whole  scheme  and  plan  for  fighting  a  differ- 
ent way  Ive  ever  fought  before,  down  on  the  ground — if 
what  came  then  had  been  followed,  short  of  sending  me  to 
prison  or  killing  me  there  would  have  been  no  way  of  being 
rid  of  me  by  the  people  it  was  against  but  yielding  to  me — 
I  believed  then  that  I  should  keep  a  strength  to  hold  this  in 
me  as  it  had  come  by  keeping  close  to  you — on  that  par- 
ticular day  I  needed  no  outside  help  from  people,  it  was 
coming  from  other  things,  but  I  knew  that  wouldnt  last. 
But  after  Id  been  with  you  the  other  day,  something  changed 
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in  me — when  I  came  back  a  feeling  like  a  great  sighing  came 
in  me,  on  the  outside  it  seemed  it  was  to  do  with  Surd,  it 
felt  that  it  was  fixed  in  him  to  fight  me,  it  felt  I  couldnt 
fight  any  more,  it  felt  I  must  lie  down  and  sleep — it  felt  to 
fight  to  make  him  find  and  love  me  as  it  was  in  him  to  was 
too  much  ugliness.  Then  there  was  a  day  between,  and 
then,  early  in  the  morning  a  lovely  feeling  came  in  me — 
then,  suddenly — but  it  had  been  growing  all  the  while  be- 
hind— it  leaped  up  I  was  free  to  die  in  a  way  it  felt  Id  never 
been  free  before,  I  tried  to  understand  more  and  then  it 
spread  out  in  me  that  to  die  near  something  I  loved  the  way 
I  loved  you  and  Surd  would  be  easy  and  lovely — its  never 
been  dying  Ive  feared,  all  fear  of  dying  or  danger  has  always 
gone  out  of  me  instantly  when  Ive  been  near  what  I  could 
love  with  my  spirit  part,  its  separation  from  what  I  love  or 
from  what  I  can  love  through  thats  been  a  fixed  terror  in 
me — then  more  things  came,  they  grew  in  front  of  me,  I 
saw  my  body  eating  less  and  a  little  less  till  it  ate  nothing,  it 
wasnt  an  ugly  thing,  it  was  like  fading  the  way  plants  fade, 
and  all  the  while  I  stayed  near  you  and  all  the  while  my  body 
part  grew  weaker  and  weaker  and  my  other  part  stronger 
and  stronger — masses  have  come  in  me  since  that  came  and 
swept  over  it,  I  shall  try  to  tell  them  to  you — more  than  less 
its  all  come  before  in  different  forms,  but  it  seems  that  with 
some  people  it  takes  more  seeds  to  spring  a  root  that  can 
hold  and  grow  in  solidness  than  it  does  with  other  people, 
and  this  time  distinctions  are  clearer  and  sharper,  as  well  as 
feelings,  and  means  seem  nearer,  and  theres  no  feeling  of 
shrinking,  its  more  a  feeling  of  deep  down  excitement — its 
more  a  feeling  that  now  at  last  its  coming — an  end  or  a  be- 
ginning— the  feeling  is  that  theres  something  solider,  in  me 
and  round  me. — You  know,  if  youve  read  it,  how  Ive  told 
in  what  Ive  written  how  it  seemed  that  if  it  was  a  true  thing 
for  me  to  die,  ways  would  be  lit  in  me  of  how  to  follow  it 
that  would  need  no  forcing  of  my  will,  and  when  what  came 
early  the  other  morning  came  it  felt  this  was  it — since  then 
its  spread  out  beyond  what  came  first,  but  everything  thats 
come  since  belongs  to  that,  thats  what  theyve  sprung  from. 
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If  you  could  watch  what  has  come  through  my  writing  out 
of  some  part  of  you  you  would  be  able  to  feel  a  conscious- 
ness of  a  particular  thing  deepening  and  deepening  in  me — 
law  or  truth  or  whatever  you  choose  to  call  it — youd  be  able 
to  trace  how  a  consciousness  of  it  expressed  itself  in  every 
kind  of  form,  how  in  some  of  the  ways  it  broke  through,  the 
consciousness  was  an  instinctive  consciousness  only,  how 
other  times  its  clearly  understood  and  expressed  by  my 
mind,  on  the  outside  youd  see  evidence  of  a  consciousness 
of  it  in  me  appearing  over  and  over  as  this  feeling  of  a  need 
to  die — that  keeps  coming  back  and  back — if  it  can  be  so 
expressed,  its  a  negative  form  of  the  positive  working  of  this 
law  in  and  through  me,  and  its  a  form  of  my  spirit's  pre- 
senting ways  as  consequences  to  my  mind — in  the  growing 
through  of  the  pattern  of  my  whats  called  philosophy,  a 
consciousness  of  the  need  to  link  and  fuse  two  elements, 
which  can  be  called  body  and  spirit,  came  first  in  me,  every- 
thing sprang  out  of  it,  even  love's  place — you  can  see  that 
in  the  first  pages  of  the  first  thing  I  wrote,  what  is  called  the 
introduction — love  as  I  knew  and  saw  it  served  that — in 
reality  it  may  be  its  the  opposite  thats  true,  but  to  me  then  it 
appeared  as  first  of  all  a  means  only  to  link  these  two  things 
in  life — I  think  the  same  consciousness  is  behind  masses  of 
myths  and  allegories  and  s}^mbols,  and  all  that  I  can  feel  and 
understand  dimly  of  conceptions  of  what  is  called  redemption 
springs  from  it — its  a  far  too  deep  mystery  in  me  for  me  to 
be  able  to  touch  it  with  my  intellect  other  than  indirectly 
except  in  the  vaguest  or  crudest  way,  but  I  can  recognise 
that  if  I  die  my  particular  dying  is  nothing  if  it  doesnt  light 
up  some  gleaming  of  the  general  law  its  need  comes  from — 
in  my  particular  self  I  feel  in  this  dim  way  that  what  I  am 
which  is  my  outside  part,  is  not  myself  in  the  sense  that  some 
other  thing  that  I  can  feel  inside  me  is  myself,  but  I  feel, 
still  in  this  dim  way,  that  it  is  some  thing  from  which  I  need 
to  lift  a  great  mass  of  what  has  grown  round  it — I  feel  that 
when  my  spirit  is  set  free  through  this  love  that  I  in  turn 
can  set  free  what  Im  joined  to — can  redeem  it — and  I  feel 
that  from  some  cause  which  I  dont  understand,  my  outside 
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part — my  personality — is  a  greater  barrier  to  reaching  my 
spirit  part  than  most  people's  are — its  got  a  strength  which 
is  not  the  strength  of  the  other  and  which  in  no  way  blends 
with  it — things  stretch  out  in  me  to  understand  this  more, 
but  its  a  separate  thing — to  understand  it  with  my  mind, 
even  in  the  dimmest  way  would  need  a  searching  into  what 
I  could  find  of  all  that  my  body  was  produced  from,  all  the 
clashings  and  harmonies  of  bodies  and  minds  and  spirits 
that  it  came  from,  and  it  feels  I  couldnt  do  that  now— there 
have  always  been  people  who  have  been  attracted  by  what 
can  be  called  my  personality,  and  have  believed  that  they 
were  being  attracted  by  me,  its  been  one  of  the  hardest 
things  to  understand  and  fight  through,  that  I  could  always 
attract  a  certain  kind  of  people  through  something  in  me 
that  it  felt  was  no  more  me  than  the  man  in  the  moon — some- 
times, for  the  fun  and  excitement  of  it  I  played  with  it — 
once,  in  a  foreign  hotel  I  fixed  on  three  families,  one  French 
one  German  and  one  English,  and  I  fixed  that  before  the 
three  days  I  was  there  for  were  over  they  should  each  ask 
me  to  stay  with  them,  and  one  after  the  other  they  did, 
eagerly — they  were  dear  and  lovely  people,  all  of  them,  and 
I  was  ashamed — now,  after  all  these  years,  it  feels  Ive  nearly 
fought  through  that,  Ive  kept  away  from  people  whom  I 
could  attract  like  that,  at  first  I  kept  away  blindly,  and  then 
more  and  more  understandingly,  I  knew  from  the  beginning 
that  I  needed  to,  I  knew  I  wasnt  strong  enough  to  make  my 
way  through  with  that  always  round  me,  but  its  only  now 
that  I  understand  it  in  what  beside  whats  been  seems  a  com- 
pleter way,  and  now  I  see  that  its  been  the  same  all  through, 
everything  that  these  people  have  admired  and  been  attracted 
by  Ive  had  to  throw  away,  I  didnt  understand  then  clearly 
why  I  threw  things  away  one  after  another  or  why  I  felt 
such  contempt  for  these  people's  admiration  in  some  part 
of  me  and  yet  licked  it  up  in  another,  now  I  know  I  did  all 
those  things  out  of  that  part  in  me,  and  the  more  I  followed 
these  things  out  of  this  part  in  me  the  further  I  separated 
from  the  other  and  hid  it — its  seemed,  from  the  beginning, 
that  both  ways,  the  people  who  were  attracted  by  one  part 
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were  either  repelled  by  the  other  part,  or  blind  to  it,  and  on 
the  outside  the  result  has  seemed  that  it  was  always  the  people 
who  were  not  attracted  by  me  to  whom  I  stretched  out,  in 
actualness  its  been  always  that  something  in  me  pierced  to 
a  power  in  them  to  reach  what  was  behind  what  they  were 
held  back  from  by  what  was  outside — from  the  beginning 
something  in  me  has  been  struggling  instinctively  and 
consciously  to  reach  what  could  love  both,  but  from 
the  beginning  too  Ive  been  confused — its  as  if,  till 
now  Ive  never  understood  clearly  that  my  spirit  could 
never  be  reached  through  my  body,  but  only  across  it,  but 
that,  on  the  other  hand,  it  was  only  through  my  spirit,  for 
its  sake,  that  my  body  part  could  be  loved — out  of  the  teem- 
ing of  things  that  came  this  time,  a  thing  suddenly  grew 
spread  before  me  that  was  to  do  with  you  again,  when  it 
came  my  mind  stopped  and  rested,  it  seemed  out  of  a  feeling 
that  all  that  had  come  and  gone  before  had  been  struggling 
to  reach  it — had  been  making  it — what  came  was  a  sight  and 
consciousness  which  Im  not  able  to  describe  yet  in  the  way 
it  came,  I  can  tell  outside  things  only  that  came  through  it 
— it  was,  that  if  you  stretched  out  of  something  in  you  and 
loved  what  I  am  in  a  way  that  its  as  if  its  in  you  to  love  it, 
that  I  can  stay  alive  in  the  form  that  I  am  alive  in  now — 
whether  for  a  shorter  or  a  longer  time  didnt  come — that  if 
that  couldnt  come  from  you  then  it  was  meant  I  died  the 
way  I  saw  it  and  the  way  Ive  told  it. 

Theres  a  thing  Surd  said  which  111  say  something  of,  he  said 
— you  are  honest,  but  you  are  not  as  honest  as  you  think  you 
are  because  you  have  no  sense  of  humour.  I  let  muddles 
in  that  pass  when  he  said  it,  I  wanted  to  find  out  wha>  he 
meant  if  he  meant  anything  that  could  be  found  out.  But 
now,  111  begin  from  the  beginning.  First,  two  things  that 
he  said  could  be  said  separately,  but  theres  no  connection 
between  them.  He  could  have  said — you  are  not  as  honest 
as  you  think  you  are,  and  he  could  have  said — you  have  no 
sense  of  humour,  but  honesty  is  a  subjective  quality,  I  may 
tell  lie  after  lie,  but  if  I  believe  them  to  be  true,  I  am  honest, 
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however  blind — the  only  thing  he  could  have  said  which 
would  have  expressed  accurately  what  hed  got  a  dim  idea 
of  would  have  been — you  misrepresent  things  in  a  way 
youve  no  idea  of  because  youve  no  sense  of  humour.  But 
now,  for  the  two  things — first,  I  am  as  honest  as  I  think  I 
am  but  I  am  not  as  honest  as  you  think  I  am — but  III  explain 
that  more  later.  Then,  about  having  no  sense  of  humour 
— to  begin  with,  Surd's  distinction  between  a  sense  of 
humour  and  a  sense  of  the  ridiculous,  which  he  allowed 
me,  was  funny — he  said,  out  of  what  it  felt  was  a  clutching 
after  trying  to  hold  to  what  hed  said,  and  saying  what  he 
meant,  which  were  two  different  things,  that  having  a  sense 
of  the  ridiculous  was  being  able  to  laugh  at  other  people 
but  having  a  sense  of  humour  was  being  able  to  laugh  at 
yourself — I  challenge  him  to  find  a  single  person  capable 
of  understanding  the  two  terms  at  all  who  would  agree  to 
that  distinction,  the  only  distinction  that  I  know  of  that 
would  have  any  general  support  is  that  a  sense  of  humour  is 
a  form  of  a  sense  of  the  ridiculous  which  is  rooted  in  tenderer 
feelings — even  sometimes  in  sad  feelings — than  other  senses 
of  the  ridiculous — but  theres  no  dictionary  support  for  that, 
its  only  its  become  more  or  less  vaguely  and  generally 
accepted  as  a  distinction — but  now  my  dears  111  tell  you 
something  about  the  sense  of  the  ridiculous — about  which 
you  both  of  you  know  next  to  nothing  at  all — which  doesnt 
mean  you  havent  got  a  sense  of  the  ridiculous,  you  have, 
both  of  you,  but  it  means  that  nine  times  out  of  ten  when 
you  laugh  you  dont  know  clearly  what  youre  laughing  at, 
or  rather,  why  youre  laughing,  at  all — you  laugh  at  me,  often, 
but  its  I  and  not  you  who  could  tell  what  youre  laughing  at 
— or  rather,  again,  what  makes  you  laugh  at  it — even  though 
as  often  as  not  I  dont  laugh  with  you.  You  see,  far  more 
than  youve  understood,  people  laugh,  not  because  a  thing  is 
ridiculous,  but  because  its  unlike  what  theyre  accustomed 
to — when  crinolines  were  in  fashion  people  didnt  laugh  at 
them,  because  they  were  accustomed  to  them,  just  as  now 
they  dont  laugh  at  hobble  skirts,  yet  both  are  ridiculous, 
judged  by  a  natural  sense  of  fitness  and  beauty,  and  its  the 
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same  with  all  other  ideas  as  soon  as  they  get  fixed — and 
youve  no  notion  of  how  much  your  sense  too  of  what  is  and 
is  not  ridiculous  is  determined  not  by  a  sense  of  reality  but 
by  a  sense  of  something  being  different  to  what  youre  accus- 
tomed to — youve  got  a  whole  ready  made  system  of  images 
and  ideas  and  standards  inside  you  most  of  which  youre 
more  than  less  unconscious  of  with  your  mind,  and  the 
things  you  laugh  at  are  the  things  which  outrage  these — 
differ  in  some  way  from  them.  Ive  got  that  system  in  me 
too,  but  Ive  got  another,  of  which  Im  equally  conscious,  but 
in  a  less  articulate  way — it  may  light  things  up  to  you  better 
if  I  say  it  this  way — you  know  the  things  Ive  said  in  this 
letter  about  its  being  as  if  it  was  meant  that  I  died  if  you 
couldnt  love  what  I  called  my  spirit  part  enough  to  keep  me, 
and  how  I  described  the  way  that  it  was  as  if  it  was  meant 
that  I  died,  eating  less  and  less,  till  I  ate  nothing,  and  my 
body  getting  weaker  and  weaker  and  my  other  part  getting 
stronger  and  stronger — well,  if  I  let  the  part  in  me  in  which 
Im  most  clearly  conscious  of  one  system  of  images  and 
conceptions  loose  on  that — to  play  with  it — I  should  turn 
it  into  every  kind  of  ludicrous  thing,  I  should  rush  picture 
after  picture  out  of  it  each  funnier  than  the  last,  I  should 
let  all  my  parts  laugh,  satire  part  pity  part  dancing  part,  all 
of  them — you  know  my  lambs  youre  duffers  not  to  have 
pierced  to  that  its  almost  never — only  when  Im  loving  in  a 
particular  intense  way— that  Im  quite  free  from  a  conscious- 
ness of  myself  judged  out  of  a  consciousness  of  these  images 
and  conceptions  that  are  in  me  too — but  dont  you  see,  in 
the  part  of  me  which  I  am  most  conscious  of  as  my  reality 
Ive  no  use  for  that  system  of  conceptions,  and  that  being  so, 
to  continue  to  express  my  sense  of  humour  through  it  is 
false,  but  my  sense  of  humour— or  at  least  my  sense  of 
fun,  humour  is  just  a  branch — is  the  keenest  sense  in  me 
except  one  and  to  have  had  to  drag  back  from  sharing  it  till 
I  can  share  it  truly  has  been  another  hard  thing  to  do — 
havent  you  ever  felt  the  terrific  nish  that  everything  in  me 
makes  at  any  real  bit  of  fun  you  give  me  ? —  and  even  when 
Surd  is  looking  at  me  with  an  expression  that  looks  as  if  he  were 
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feeling  heaven  help  us  its  worse  than  a  cat  fight  and  a  night- 
mare rolled  into  one — its  exactly  the  way  he  looks  at  me 
sometimes — even  although  it  spoils  everything  in  one  part  it 
makes  another  part  laugh — and  you  too,  do  you  see  sweet- 
heart you  quite  often  laugh  like  a  lunatic — not  a  wild  one, 
a  harmless  one — and  it  interrupts  me  and  annoys  me,  but 
all  the  same,  I  cant  help  enjoying  it — its  the  same  about 
being  embarrassed — you  said  nothing  ever  embarrassed  me, 
it  does,  its  only  that  Im  not  embarrassed  by  some  of  the  things 
that  embarrass  you,  or  that  you  think  embarrass  you — if 
you  watch  into  it  youll  see  its  the  same,  that  nine  times  out 
of  ten  the  things  that  embarrass  you  come  from  an  accept- 
ing of  fixed  taboos  and  conventions  of  all  kinds  that  havent 
any  relation  to  any  natural  shrinking  in  you. 

Since  Ive  written  to  you  things  have  happened  to  me,  in 
the  afternoon  in  a  place  I  went  to  I  saw  a  person  Ive  often 
seen  before  but  never  spoken  to  much  or  thought  of  much 
except  while  I  was  speaking  to  her  or  watching  her — in 
appearance  shes  fairylike,  and  everything  about  her  gives 
you  that  feeling,  gestures  movements  speech  habits  dress 
everything — its  always  given  me  pleasure  to  watch  her,  but 
Ive  always  felt  that  there  was  something  that  would  baffle 
me  if  I  tried  to  think  of  her— it  felt  there  was  a  strength 
behind  her  outside  which  I  hadnt  reached  and  mightnt 
understand  if  I  did  reach,  but  Ive  left  it  alone  and  only  been 
amused  or  pleased  or  both  as  the  case  might  be  by  all  the 
different  and  what  often  seemed  directly  contradicting  pic- 
tures and  impressions  she  left  in  me  of  her,  sometimes  she 
seemed  like  steel  and  devils  rolled  into  one — as  hard  and 
unscrupulous — sometimes  soft,  moods  always  seemed  to  be 
flickering  through  her  and  making  her  different  colors,  there 
was  one  thing  she  almost  never  seemed,  undecided,  especially 
about  what  she  wanted,  or  about  asking  anyone  who  hap- 
pened to  be  by  to  give  it  her  if  she  considered  that  they  were 
in  a  position  to  do  so,  it  wasnt  that  she  coaxed  or  pleaded, 
she  didnt,  she  told  them  what  she  needed,  and  a  funny  part 
that  Ive  watched  often  was  the  way  that  she  managed  to 
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make  the  people  who  didnt  give  her  what  she  wanted  feel 
ashamed  and  bewildered,  as  if  they  were  something  heavy 
stamping  on  a  helpless  poor  thing  theyd  got  in  their  power 
— anyway,  this  afternoon  I  found  her,  it  seemed,  in  despair, 
I  asked  her  what  was  the  matter,  she  wouldnt  tell  me,  then 
it  got  fixed  in  me  she  should  tell  me,  I  pulled  her  against  me 
— it  felt  funny  touching  her,  it  was  like  holding  an  egg  thats 
still  warm — everything  she  had  on  was  silk,  it  was  like  an 
extra  skin — then  I  told  her  to  tell  me  what  was  the  matter 
again,  she  said  no,  then  I  kissed  her,  which  Id  not  done 
before,  and  then  in  the  middle  of  her  crying  she  began  to 
laugh,  a  funny  sort  of  laugh,  then  in  the  end  I  said  Id  come 
back  presently,  she  gave  in  to  that  and  when  I  came  back  I 
talked  to  her  for  a  long  while,  I  was  puzzled,  she  seemed  to 
love  a  person  whom  she  loved,  very  much  and  very  stead- 
fastly, and  yet  I  couldnt  feel  a  scrap  of  love  in  her,  and  when 
I  touched  her,  she  didnt  draw  back,  she  didnt  seem  to  dis- 
like it  but  yet  I  couldnt  feel  it  comforted  her,  not  a  bit,  nor 
that  she  felt  any  scrap  of  tenderness  it  came  from  in  me,  and 
what  I  said  to  her,  as  soon  as  Id  said  it  it  seemed  to  wash  off 
her  back  and  not  leave  a  spot — when  I  went  away  I  went 
on  being  puzzled  and  I  thought — and  then  it  came  in  me, 
if  all  fixed  ideas  about  things  and  about  her  could  be  lifted 
out  of  both  her  and  me  when  were  we  together,  what  could 
be  left  between  us  ? — and  then  I  waited,  and  I  let  everything 
come  that  could  come,  I  didnt  stop  anything,  even  when  it 
came  to  what  disgusted  some  part  of  me — because  of  fixed 
ideas  in  me  too — but  it  also  amused  some  other  part — I  saw 
her  taking  her  way  with  me  as  deliberately  and  methodically 
and  absorbedly  and  with  as  complete  an  indifference  to 
everything  but  reaching  the  feeling  she  was  fixed  to  reach 
by  means  of  my  body  as  she  took  it  with  every  other  thing 
that  could  get  her  where  she  wanted — that  it  happened  to 
be  me  mattered  nothing,  any  one's  body  would  have  done 
as  well  that  pleased  her  physical  taste,  which  seemed  fas- 
tidious— when  Id  seen  that  and  understood  it  I  went  on 
thinking,  consciously  I  was  still  thinking  mostly  about  this 
person  and  trying  to  understand  still  more  what  was  at  the 
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back  of  her,  not  only  as  a  single  person — then  while  I  went 
on  I  knew  other  things  were  happening  in  me  behind  what 
I  was  consciously  thinking  of,  then  they  began  to  happen  in 
front  of  my  mind,  first  I  began  to  see  people  of  every  kind 
and  type  persueing  this  feeling  consciously  and  unconsciously, 
then  I  saw  them  persueing  it  through  all  kinds  of  different 
what  are  called  perversions  in  all  kinds  of  different  ways, 
some  fastidiously  and  some  coarsely  and  some  passionately 
and  some  coldly  and  some  deliberately  and  some  impul- 
sively, some  were  amused,  a  little,  some  only  gluttonous, 
some  were  consciously  appreciative  and  fantastic  and  dis- 
criminating— they  drew  things  out,  held  themselves  back 
to  taste  feelings  longer — some  were  cruel,  violently  or  only 
a  little,  some  only  businesslike — there  was  one  thing  that  wasnt 
in  any  of  them,  there  wasnt  the  faintest  gleam  of  tenderness 
in  one  of  them  nor  the  faintest  gleam  of  consciousness 
of  the  other  person  other  than  as  a  means  to  produce  par- 
ticular sensations  in  them  better  and  with  more  variety  than 
they  could  produce  the  same  feelings  by  themselves — that 
was  the  same  in  all  of  them  without  any  distinction,  whether 
the  ways  they  took  were  controlled  by  deliberate  choice  and 
fastidious  taste  at  one  end  or  by  nothing  but  the  coarsest 
and  most  perverted  what  Surd  would  call  filthiness  at  the 
other — what  I  saw  went  on,  it  was  like  a  procession  or  like 
a  thing  acted  in  front  of  me,  I  saw  things  and  felt  things  and 
understood  things  I  didnt  know  how  or  where  from — from 
nothing  Id  ever  been  told  or  seen  or  read — it  came  from  in 
me,  a  knowledge  or  memory  or  whatever  you  choose  to  call 
it  that  must  have  been  in  me  from  the  beginning — and  then 
while  it  went  on,  things  changed,  it  wasnt  only  that  I  looked 
on,  I  grew  into  all  the  people,  every  one,  I  felt  their  sen- 
sations, not  some  but  all — Ive  felt  and  understood  some 
before,  and  brought  feelings  about,  but  everything  thats 
been  before  has  been  nothing  compared  to  this,  I  felt 
infinite  disgust  and  distaste  and  in  the  same  instant  I  felt  a 
determination  to  reach  the  sensation  that  each  of  the  people 
I  grew  in  were  fixed  to  reach  that  was  stronger  than  any  other 
thing  in  me — it  went  on — it  seemed  there  was  no  twisted 
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thing,  no  distortion  either  of  people  or  situations  that  didnt 
appeal  in  some  way  to  this  thing  in  me,  that  there  was  nothing 
that  this  couldnt  link  with  in  some  way  and  drag  in  to  serve 
it — you  know  the  saying,  to  the  pure  all  things  are  pure, 
something  of  that  feeling  turned  round  in  an  opposite  way 
came  in  me  while  this  grew  on — yet  not  turned  round  in  a 
directly  opposite  way,  thats  too  simple — if  you  can  under- 
stand, behind  all  the  what  Surd  would  call  filth  there  was  a 
certain  dim  feeling  I  cant  explain  or  define  directly — alt 
distinctions  between  sex  class  race  habits  appearance  every- 
thing were  gone — the  most  hideous  bestial  imbecile  was  the 
same  to  this  as  a  person  like  Christ  or  as  any  other  man  or 
woman  or  child,  I  dont  mean  that  they  gave  the  same  sen- 
sations in  the  same  way,  but  I  mean  that  the  extent  to  which 
they  could  be  a  means  of  producing  them  werent  controlled 
in  any  degree  by  distinctions  which  controlled  other  things — 
that  the  thing  pierced  direct  to  any  quality  which  could  serve 
it  irrespective  of  any  consideration  whatever  but  its  satis- 
faction— often  not  by  ways  that  could  be  recognised  on  the 
outside  consciously  either  by  the  person  themselves  or  by 
other  people,  its  branchings  are  infinite — I  understand  now 
fuller  what  I  felt  more  dimly  before  what  is  meant  by  people 
when  they  speak  of  the  greatest  people  and  the  most  de- 
graded having  something  in  common  that  the  ones  between 
have  not,  artificial  distinctions  and  artificial  shames  baffle 
neither  of  them,  and  since  in  some  degree  all  people  are 
mixtures  of  these  two  extremes,  have  them  in  them,  in  some 
degree  all  people  have  these  two  opposite  means  of  leaping 
over  all  outside  distinctions  their  minds  have  fixed  from 
these  two  opposite  ends  in  them — when  this  was  over,  first, 
it  was  as  if  I  was  emptied,  I  didnt  feel  or  think,  I  waited, 
then  in  the  end  things  began  to  come — then  a  thing  sud- 
denly came — Ive  known  in  some  form  from  the  beginning 
that  I  could  never  have  any  feeling  of  what  Surd  means  by 
lust  for  anything  I  loved,  not  in  any  form,  unless  I  became 
mad,  which  is  to  say,  unless  I  lost  my  consciousuess  of  love 
for  them,  but  now  it  suddenly  came  that  if  I  became  mad  in 
this  wav  T  should  not  only  lose  all  sense  of  love  for  them, 
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but  I  should  feel  no  other  feeling  but  this  feeling  for  them — 
then  I  understood  still  clearer  what  this  feeling  like  frenzy 
comes  from  which  comes  more  than  at  other  times  in  me 
when  its  as  if  I  am  going  to  be  separated  from  something  I 
can  love  the  way  for  example  I  can  love  you  through  my 
hands  and  my  face  and  through  everything  I  am  which  is 
outside — its  as  if  this  feeling  has  not  only  come  from  dread 
in  my  conscious  mind  of  being  separated  from  what  I  can 
love  that  way,  it  has  been  dread  in  some  part  deeper  than 
what  I  was  conscious  of  in  my  conscious  mind  of  this  other 
thing — then  this  went  and  then  it  was  as  if  everything  that 
had  ever  come  out  of  my  reality  that  Id  understood  and  told 
out  was  coming  back  in  me  but  out  of  a  fullness  of  under- 
standing Id  still  not  reached  when  it  came,  all  thats  been 
round  the  struggling  thats  gone  on  and  on  to  reach  what 
could  join  two  things  in  me,  all  thats  come  back  and  back 
that  if  this  couldnt  be,  my  body  must  be  left  to  die — then 
things  Ive  stretched  out  of  in  me  to  you  came  back — all  that 
was  round  what  I  stretched  out  from  in  me  to  you  to  join 
these  two  parts  in  me,  all  that  was  round  how  if  you  couldnt 
join  these  strongly  enough  to  keep  my  body  alive  and  yet  be 
true,  if  that  was  too  much  yet  you  could  join  them  enough 
to  set  me  free  to  die — that  last  I  understand  still  least,  but 
in  the  place  where  Ive  come  to,  I  feel  it  most — that  I  cant 
die  in  the  way  Im  meant  to  die  except  near  what  I  can  love 
in  the  way  that  its  in  me  to  love  you — and  now  dear  hearts 
theres  something  in  me  wants  to  rest,  telling  things  is 
making  them  happen  again,  either  I  will  go  on  later  or  I  will 
begin  a  fresh  letter. 

Ill  finish  clearing  away  before  I  come  to  what  it  feels  I 
shall  come  to  at  the  end  of  this  letter — youd  know  through 
your  painting  how  even  after  the  clearest  sudden  sight  of 
everything  your  picture  will  be  when  its  finished,  and  how- 
ever it  came  out  of  a  flash  up  of  joy  in  you  that  seemed  cer- 
tainty, in  between  its  actual  accomplishing  there  always  must 
be  bare  work,  its  the  same  here  with  me,  however  things 
flash  up  as  if  they  were  finished  things  in  one  part  of  me, 
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theres  always  the  bringing  up  of  other  parts,  sometimes  it 
seems  very  slow,  some  parts  seem  to  take  far  longer  than 
others  do  to  accept  things,  or  any  way  to  obey  them — and 
have  you  noticed  some  parts  seem  to  need  more  patience  and 
gentleness  than  others,  if  you  are  rough  with  them  and  try 
and  push  them  too  quick,  instead  of  leading  them  quite 
slowly,  by  ways  you  lead  children,  by  simple  things  they 
can  understand  and  get  used  to,  if  you  dont  do  that  every- 
thing is  no  use  and  has  to  be  begun  again  from  a  different 
beginning — and  you  see  Cett,  Ive  found  that  even  still  now 
there  are  parts  in  me  that  the  need  to  leave  my  body  hasnt 
grown  a  reality  to  yet,  its  as  if  they  need  to  have  some  outside 
symbol  thats  simple  and  that  can  go  into  them  and  lead  them 
gently — they  must  consent  freely,  they  must  not  be  forced 
— so  Ive  thought  of  things,  and  Ive  thought  that  a  way  to 
help  them  is  by  giving  away  or  burning  everything  thats 
left  that  is  supposed  to  belong  to  what  can  be  called  me  per- 
sonally— theres  nothing  I  care  for,  or  if  there  is  I  dont  want 
it  fixed  to  me  in  any  case — and  then  bit  by  bit  getting  less 
and  barer  still  in  food — a  way  that  could  teach  these  childish 
parts  is  by  buying  things  I  like,  to  eat,  and  then  giving  them 
away — and  you  see  Cett  Ive  thought,  and  Ive  thought  that 
perhaps  I  shall  bring  things  bit  by  bit  to  you,  I  will  put  them 
outside  the  door,  sometimes  early  in  the  morning  before 
youre  up,  sometimes  late  after  youre  in  bed,  and  111  come  to 
you  in  between,  it  feels  that  that  way  would  confuse  these 
parts  less — you  see,  its  true  that  if  there  was  anything  you 
liked  I  would  like  you  to  have  it,  but  its  not  giving  you  things 
thats  directly  the  root  that  this  should  come  from,  and  if  you 
thanked  me  or  anything,  it  might  confuse  these  parts  and 
spoil  what  this  other  thats  more  conscious  was  trying  to  light 
up  in  them — do  you  understand  ? — and  theres  another  thing 
Ive  come  to,  its  partly  finished  through  a  thing  that  came  on 
Sunday,  I  went  to  see  some  people  where  theres  a  child,  a 
little  while  back  this  child  was  staying  where  I  was  and  when- 
ever I  came  into  any  room  where  she  was  she  screamed,  and 
whenever  she  looked  at  me  she  screamed,  and  when  I  tried 
to  touch  her  it  was  worse,  she  was  like  a  little  wild  beast — 
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people  said  it  was  only  shyness,  I  knew  it  wasnt,  I  knew  shed 
pierced  to  double  things  in  me  and  couldnt  bear  it,  in  the 
end  I  was  more  afraid  of  her  than  she  of  me,  I  couldnt  be 
single  then  and  I  knew  that  was  the  only  way — then,  the 
other  day  she  was  brought  here,  I  was  still  afraid  of  her  and 
she  of  me,  not  so  much,  because  I  wasnt  as  false  then,  but 
she  still  edged  away  from  me  and  I  from  her,  and  when  I 
touched  the  person  who  brought  her,  who  she  loves  in  a  way 
Ive  never  seen  a  child  love  before — shes  passionate  in  every- 
thing, hate  love  fear  rage  joy  everything — she  lifted  my  hand 
quite  gently  but  quite  firmly  and  put  it  back  on  my  lap,  then 
in  the  middle  a  telegram  came  from  Surd  to  say  he  was  ill 
and  couldnt  come  that  night — and  then  a  sudden  thing  came 
in  me,  that  Id  go,  and  bring  Surd  back,  and  nurse  him,  and 
pour  everything  in  me  out  into  getting  him  well  and  happy — 
I  thought  he  wasnt  happy  then — when  that  came  in  me  I 
suddenly  picked  the  child  up,  I  didnt  know  why  and  I  didnt 
know  I  was  going  to,  I  swung  her  round,  we  jumped  and 
danced  and  shouted  and  laughed  a  great  deal  and  then  we 
hugged  each  other — you  see,  I  was  suddenly  single— when 
I  got  there  Surd  had  been  taken — what  came  in  me  then  doesnt 
matter  here,  its  about  the  child  Im  telling — on  Sunday  I 
went,  more  to  see  her  than  anyone,  I  fixed  that  somehow 
everything  I  did  with  her  should  come  out  of  that  same  part 
in  me,  I  didnt  know  how  but  I  knew  it  should,  and  it  did, 
even  in  the  wildest  romps — in  the  end,  when  she  was  very 
tired,  she  came  over  and  she  climbed  on  my  lap  and  curled 
up  and  nestled  her  dear  funny  head  into  me  and  stayed  there, 
quite  still — and  while  she  was  there  it  seemed  she  loved  me 
more  than  anything  in  the  world  and  it  seemed  as  if  I  loved 
her  more  than  anything  just  then  too— and  now  this  is  the 
thing  Im  coming  to — do  you  see  Cett  Im  not  going  back 
from  that,  everything  that  comes  now  from  me  its  going  to 
come  out  of  that,  I  am  going  to  throw  away  doing  things  or 
being  things  out  of  the  other  part  of  me  from  now  on  for 
good  and  all,  at  least  with  everything  I  can  love  as  I  love  you, 
and  the  other  things  and  people  I  must  keep  away  from  till 
one  of  the  two  things  has  happened — all  compromises  and 
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half  things  must  go  now,  if  what  I  throw  away  living  through 
is  chosen  to  be  called  my  personality,  and  this  other  my 
spirit,  then  in  the  sense  I  mean,  111  leave  my  personality 
until  or  unless  I  can  join  it  through  my  spirit — if  that  cant 
be,  through  the  ways  Ive  told,  then  it  feels  the  things  Ive 
told  will  happen. 

XIX 

Ive  been  trying  to  feel  into  what  was  the  root  thing  that 
was  different  between  us  last  night — over  and  over  last  night 
you  said,  in  different  ways — why  will  you  do  the  sort  of 
things  you  do  and  upset  everyone  in  the  way  you  do — you 
see  my  dear  heart,  a  difference  between  us  is  that  I  do  be- 
lieve that  things  behind  are  trying  to  use  me  to  light  up 
some  things  whether  through  my  body  dying  or  living  in  a 
way  theyve  never  been  lit  up  before,  and  everything  that 
comes  from  me — everything  I  do  or  say — comes  to  some 
extent  out  of  a  consciousness  of  this  in  me,  and  the  differ- 
ence is  that  you  dont  believe  that,  or  dont  want  to — I  know 
that  often  and  often  what  comes  is  wild  and  confused,  and 
in  especial  at  the  beginning  of  new  things,  when  it  feels 
everything  is  growing  and  heaving  up  in  me,  and  I  know 
often  I  get  started  on  false  tracks,  and  have  to  go  back  to  a 
fresh  beginning— but  do  you  see  my  dear  heart  it  seems 
theres  no  other  way  that  I  can  work,  it  seems  theres  no 
other  way  I  can  give  out  what  its  in  me  to  give  or  reach  what 
its  in  me  to  reach  but  by  making  mistake  after  mistake  and 
suffering  and  making  other  people  suffer — thats  what  makes 
it  useless  to  say — why  dont  you  do  this,  or  that,  instead  of 
what  I  am  doing— at  least  its  useless  to  try  to  make  me  do 
things  from  the  fixed  things  you  do  them  from — do  you  see 
my  dear,  you  have  a  whole  plan  fixed  in  you  of  things  its 
selfish  and  inconsiderate  and  things  its  unselfish  and  con- 
siderate to  do,  you  can  accept  it  and  understand  it  and  act 
by  it,  you  can  foresee  and  explain  results  of  taking  one  way 
and  results  of  taking  the  other  by  it,  but  with  me,  though 
often  in  many  things  I  can  use  that  plan  and  act  by  it,  and 
often  it  helps,  often  too  I  cant — there  come  things,  and 
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though  my  mind  is  able  to  see  if  I  let  it  as  clearly  as  your's 
what  may  result  on  the  outside  from  the  way  I  am  taking, 
how  on  the  outside  it  seems  it  will  not  only  hurt  me  but 
other  people,  yet  if  something  comes  in  me,  which  I  often 
cant  understand  but  which  I  always  can  follow,  by  which  its 
as  if  theres  something  behind  all  that  I  can  see  and  judge  of 
with  my  mind  that  makes  me  need  to  take  that  way,  then  I 
must  struggle  to  follow  it  against  everything  that  holds  me 
back — and  theres  another  thing,  do  you  see  my  dear  almost 
from  the  beginning  Ive  had  a  feeling  that  you  felt  that  in 
some  part  of  me  I  was  trying  to  fight  you  for  Cett — it  came 
up  and  right  out  that  afternoon  when  you  said — and  now 
are  you  going  to  try  to  separate  me  from  Cett  ? — I  under- 
stand the  feeling,  and  I  understand  that  it  may  come  from  a 
true  thing  that  something  deep  in  you  has  pierced  to,  but  I 
think  that  your  mind  has  never  understood  it  at  all — I,  con- 
sciously, shall  never  fight  to  separate  you  and  Cett  in  the 
way  you  mean,  but  I  believe  this,  that  if  you  separate  me 
from  Cett  before  its  time,  and  by  the  means  you  tried  to 
take  yesterday  to  do  it,  that  though  you  may  succeed  on  the 
outside,  what  you  do  may  be  the  beginning  of  your  own 
inside  separation  from  Cett — I  cant  clearly  understand  it 
yet  or  explain  it — you  know  you  said  I  never  looked  ahead, 
but  I  sometimes  see  ahead,  sometimes  what  are  like  images 
■of  things  suddenly  leap  up  in  front  of  my  mind,  that  hap- 
pened one  day  when  it  felt  before  that  you  were  trying  to 
separate  me  from  Cett — I  suddenly  saw  things  in  front  of 
me — and  my  dear,  I  dont  want  you  to  suffer  that  way,  any 
more  than  I  want  to  suffer — but  if  you  try  to  force  Cett  to 
go  against  the  deepest  parts  of  him — and  not  only  the  deepest 
parts  but  against  any  ways  that  are  natural  ways  for  him — 
it  feels  youll  lose  him,  not  of  necessity  on  the  outside,  and 
not  at  once,  but  it  feels  it  will  happen — didnt  you  feel  even 
last  night  how  dead  Cett  felt  all  the  while  he  was  speaking  in 
the  studio,  a  quite  different  feeling  from  the  feeling  that 
comes  with  tiredness  or  boredness — I  liked  the  way  you 
told  me  afterwards  that  although  it  was  Cett  that  said  it,  it 
was  not  Cett  but  you  who  had  wanted  to  prevent  my  coming 
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again — but  my  dear  I  knew  it,  long  before  you  told  me,  and 
then  I  knew  the  choice  youd  offered  him  that  left  no  other 
way  for  him — there  wasnt  a  single  word  Cett  said  to  me 
while  we  were  in  the  studio  that  came  straight  out  of  in  him 
— he  wouldnt  even  look  straight  at  me — and  havent  you  felt 
or  understood  even  in  the  least  my  dear  heart — didnt  you 
understand  even  in  the  least  through  what  happened  with 
Layos  and  me — that  keeping  people  apart  from  each  other 
on  the  outside,  if  their  ways  are  fixed  together  for  that  time, 
doesnt  in  actualness  separate  them  from  each  other — that 
something  inside  them  doesnt  separate  only  it  makes  a 
terrible  confusion  if  other  parts  are  separated — a  wrenched 
apart  feeling — I  felt  that  feeling  with  Layos — even  though 
I  left  him  quite  alone  on  the  outside  when  he  held  back 
from  me  those  last  weeks  I  knew  something  in  me  was  hold- 
ing him,  and  I  know  it  tormented  him,  I  dont  know  how 
much  I  knew  it  then — after  he  was  dead  they  told  me  that 
hed  said  I  never  let  go  of  him— if  only  he  could  have  yielded 
and  trusted  earlier  that  horror  at  the  end  need  never  have 
come — I  should  have  found  my  falseness  as  well  as  my 
truth  through  his  trust — and  the  thing  you  mind  so  much, 
the  things  that  come  back  and  back  in  me  about  dying — I 
understand  very  little  of  it,  but  each  time  it  comes  it  seems 
I  understand  a  little  more,  and  this  time,  when  it  feels  Ive 
come  nearer  to  it  as  a  reality  to  which  the  whole  of  me  con- 
sents than  Ive  come  before,  Ive  understood  a  thing  with  the 
whole  of  me  that  it  feels  Ive  never  understood  quite  through 
me  before,  Ive  understood  that  its  not  only  that  I  cant  be 
set  free  to  live  truly  through  any  other  ways  but  the  ways 
Ive  told,  but  I  cant  be  set  free  to  die  in  the  only  way  it  would 
be  true  for  me  to  die  except  through  the  help  of  something 
its  in  me  to  love  as  I  love  Cett — I  am  free  to  kill  myself  in  a 
blind  outside  way  any  day,  to  whats  called  commit  suicide, 
but  its  not  that  thats  needed,  that  would  be  of  no  more 
account  or  use  than  any  other  mistake  Ive  made — but  if  you 
remember  Surd,  it  wasnt  first  of  all  to  help  me  to  die  I  wanted 
of  you,  that  was  only  if  you  were  too  weak  or  if  I  was  too 
weak  for  the  other  way — but  it  seems  this  need  comes  felt 
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at  some  time  and  in  some  form  by  all  people  who  follow 
what  pulls  them  from  inside  in  any  way — you  felt  it,  in  a 
different  form,  when  you  once  said  to  me  that  you  felt  that 
when  one  person  found  another  whom  they  loved  completely 
that  there  was  no  need  for  them  to  go  on  living — I  understand 
that  feeling,  though  as  a  theory  or  principle  or  whatever  you 
may  call  it  I  should  disagree  with  it,  I  should  feel  the  direct 
opposite,  and  rather  strongly,  Ive  finished  now,  I  wanted 
to  write  those  things  clearly  before  I  came  because  it  feels 
things  may  be  stirred  in  me  when  I  come  in  a  way  that  may 
make  it  more  difficult  to  say  them  clearly — if  you  could  my 
dear  darling  put  something  inside  you  round  me  a  little 
instead  of  against  me — if  you  could  yield  something  up  in 
you  even  only  a  little — it  feels  wonderful  things  might  come 
of  a  kind  that  cant  even  be  dreamt  of  so  long  as  theres  mis- 
trust or  hostility  or  fear  each  of  another  all  round — do  you 
see  my  dear  heart,  if  once  you  could  throw  away  all  fear  of 
me  and  all  feeling  of  stretching  out  to  push  me  back  by  force 
from  outside — if  once  you  could  feel  clear  of  that,  even  for 
an  instant,  you  might  pierce  to  something  that  I  dont  think 
youve  understood  yet  though  I  think  youve  felt  it — at  least, 
I  know  you  have,  because  each  time  Ive  had  hold  of  you  Ive 
felt  it  in  you — and  that  might  help  you  if  you  did  under- 
stand, not  only  in  things  to  do  with  me,  but  in  other  things. 


XX 

If  youre  not  sending  the  letters  again  after  you  said  you 
would  comes  from  because  you  think  I  shall  not  give  them 
back  to  you  but  burn  them  as  I  told  you  I  was  going  to  do 
the  others,  I  shant  burn  them,  and  I  think  that  I  shall  do  as 
I  said,  give  them  back  to  you  if  you  wish  them  back,  and  also 
I  shall  give  the  others  back  to  you  now  too,  something  you 
said  going  back  suddenly  changed  me,  I  didnt  tell  you  then, 
partly  because  I  didnt  think  youd  understand  why  Id  sud- 
denly changed  and  partly  because  I  didnt  understand  things 
round  it  clearly  myself,  and  then  later  it  went  out  of  my 
head,  but  now  its  come  back  again,  but  not  alone  as  it  was 


72  An  Account 

before  but  linked  up  with  a  mass  of  things  that  have  been 
growing  in  me  since,  partly  through  things  to  do  with  you 
and  partly  through  things  that  arent  to  do  with  you,  but 
first  when  I  got  back  I  thought  about  it — you  see  Cett,  when 
you  said — if  you  dont  give  them  back  youll  be  breaking  your 
promise — it  didnt  move  me  at  all,  nor  when  you  said  that 
also  it  was  stealing,  that  they  were  your  property  and  not 
mine,  which  was  true,  but  then,  when  you  made  me  under- 
stand which  I  didnt  at  first  because  you  were  so  cautious  and 
roundabout,  that  you  wanted  them  back  because  you  cared 
about  them — when  you  said  that  it  might  be  weak  but  that 
it  happened  you  cared  about  them  more  than  any  other  of 
my  writings  because  they  were  a  personal  thing  between 
what  I  was  and  what  you  were,  then  everything  went  down 
in  me  at  once  and  I  knew  I  should  give  them  back  to  you, 
but  when  I  got  back  and  thought  about  it,  I  was  puzzled, 
a  little,  because  a  little  while  ago  the  same  thing  happened 
between  me  and  another  person,  I  mean  that  I  had  written 
him  letters,  and  then  asked  for  them  back,  and  promised  Id 
give  them  back  to  him  just  as  I  did  to  you,  then  when  I  read 
them,  I  didnt  want  to  give  them  back  to  him,  I  wanted  to 
burn  them,  more  than  I  wanted  to  burn  yours,  because  it 
seemed  then  that  if  anything  suddenly  happened  to  me  and 
those  letters  were  read,  they  would  confuse  things  worse 
than  it  seemed  the  ones  to  you  I  wanted  to  burn  would,  but 
with  this  person  I  shouldnt  have  broken  my  promise,  if  he 
had  insisted,  I  should  have  sent  them  back  to  him — through 
thinking  about  that  and  trying  to  understand  it  Ive  felt  the 
whole  of  one  side  of  a  need  for  promises  and  rules  and  laws 
and  treaties  and  outside  bindings  between  people  and  why 
they  need  to  be  made  and  respected  in  a  way  Ive  never  felt 
it  before,  it  didnt  come  all  at  once,  first  more  superficial 
things  came,  first  it  seemed  that  why  I  felt  an  instinctive 
need  to  keep  my  promise  to  this  person  and  none  at  all  to 
keep  it  with  you  was  because  I  knew  that  this  person  would 
always  have  honored  his  word  to  me  if  hed  given  it,  and  that 
so  that  bound  me  to  do  the  same,  whereas  since  you  made 
and  broke  promises  every  day  as  lightly  as  a  child  you  had 
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no  claim  on  other  people  not  to  do  the  same,  and  I  thought 
about  that,  a  good  deal,  I  mean  I  thought  about  you  and 
promises,  and  what  it  was  that  made  you  able  to  make  them 
and  break  them  so  easily,  and  everything  that  was  round  it, 
and  that  came  clearer  in  some  ways  too,  but  111  tell  you  about 
that  presently,  in  the  end  it  came  back  to  this  other,  it  felt  I 
hadnt  finished  and  got  as  far  behind  it  as  I  could,  then  while 
I  was  thinking  it  came  in  my  head,  if  supposing  I  had  re- 
fused to  keep  my  word  to  the  other  person,  and  if  then  hed 
asked  me  to  give  them  back  to  him  for  the  same  reasons  you 
had — if  hed  said  the  same  things  that  you  did — would  things 
have  fallen  down  in  me  in  the  same  way  that  they  did  to  you, 
and  it  came  at  once  that  they  wouldnt,  that  instead  I  should 
have  felt  embarrassed  and  bothered  and  that  hed  made  a 
mistake,  and  I  should  have  wanted  to  keep  them  still  more — 
and  then  it  was  that  I  suddenly  felt  a  side  of  the  need  to 
make  and  keep  rules  and  promises  and  such  things  between 
some  people  more  than  between  others — do  you  see  I  dont 
what  I  mean  by  love  this  person,  not  yet  anyway,  so  he  cant 
depend  on  my  behaving  in  a  fair  way  to  him  at  any  given 
moment  by  appealing  to  that  in  me,  but  yet,  if  I  have  any- 
thing to  do  with  him — which  it  may  be  said  if  it  was  possible 
it  would  be  better  not  to  have,  but  things  arent  simple  like 
that— he  must  have  some  guarantee  that  I  shant  injure  and 
wrong  him  in  a  sudden  impulsive  moment  so  I  must  be  bound 
not  to  do  that  by  respecting  rules  built  on  general  ideas  of 
rights  between  people,  or  I  must  be  bound  by  a  particular 
promise  which  I  make  in  a  time  when  I  recognize,  it  may  be 
quite  coldly,  that  what  I  bind  myself  to  do  is  a  fair  thing  to 
him,  and  I  must  bind  myself  because  in  other  moments  he 
mightnt  be  able  to  trust  me  to  see  so  fairly — and  I  see  now, 
its  the  same  with  everything — the  less  people  can  love  other 
people  directly,  the  more  they  must  make  and  respect  rules 
and  promises  and  treaties  and  so  on  between  them — it  may 
seem  strange  Ive  never  understood  that  the  way  I  do  now 
before,  but  even  now  Ive  seen  it,  it  doesnt  feel  it  matters 
much,  I  mean  it  hasnt  much  to  do  with  me  and  what  Im  for, 
I  havent  much  to  do  with  anything  outside  direct  particular 
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relations,  at  least  I  havent  to  do  with  them  directly,  Ive  more 
to  do  with  the  way  you  make  promises  and  break  them  the 
way  you  do — in  ways  it  links  with  this,  but  in  ways  its  diff- 
erent, or  appears  different,  Ive  been  watching  it  for  a  long 
while  and  trying  to  understand  it,  thereve  been  times  when 
its  felt  nothing  but  bad  when  you  did  it  but  there  have  been 
others  when  it  felt  it  didnt  matter  and  others  when  it  felt 
that  in  some  way  it  was  linked  with  something  that  was 
further  on  in  you  than  in  most  people,  but  I  think  it  con- 
fuses people  about  you,  and  makes  them  mistrust  you  often 
in  a  wrong  way,  and  I  think  Cett,  that  youre  confused  about 
it  too,  and  I  think  that  till  you  get  clearer  about  it  and  dis- 
tinguish things  in  it,  it  will  go  on  making  muddles  between 
you  and  people,  between  you  and  me  as  well.  You  see  Cett 
Ive  thought  for  some  time  back,  and  some  things  you  said 
on  Sunday  made  me  feel  that  more,  that  theres  something 
in  you  which  is  in  closer  touch  with  things  behind  than  most 
people  are  in  touch  with  them  and  that  through  this  youre 
looked  after  and  helped  and  guided  more  directly  than  most 
people,  and  since  this  is  so,  to  the  extent  that  its  so,  youre 
more  independent  than  most  people  of  a  need  to  bind  your- 
self by  rules  and  promises  and  so  on — to  say  it  another  way, 
you  are  more  constantly  directly  inspired  about  ways  to  take 
and  how  to  take  them  than  most  people  are — but  do  you  see, 
this  is  where  the  confusion  comes,  the  people  who  are  deeper 
separated  from  things  behind  than  you  are,  must  bind  them- 
selves in  fixed  ways  through  their  reason,  and  to  them,  to 
many  of  them,  all  the  symbols  of  these  bindings  represent 
something  sacred,  and  mostly  its  hard  for  them  to  under- 
stand that  there  are  people  who  can  be  free  from  a  need  to 
bind  themselves  and  yet  be  truer  than  they  are — whether 
your  greater  freedom  comes  from  that  you  are  in  reality 
further  on  in  things  than  most  people,  or  whether  it  comes 
more  from  what  can  be  seen  from  one  viewing  of  it  as  being 
further  back  than  most  people,  in  the  sense  that  a  child's 
freedom  through  innocence  can  be  thought  of  as  a  further 
back  stage  than  a  stage  where  things  pull  and  must  be  fought 
and  guarded  against  that  dont  pull  and  dont  have  to  be 
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fought  by  a  child,  so  that  in  this  sense  its  more  protected,  I 
dont  know  clearly  yet,  things  are  mixed  in  you,  the  same 
way  as  in  everyone,  but  perhaps  more  in  you  than  in  most 
people — but  any  way,  to  go  back,  however  the  particular 
causes  may  seem  to  be  different  at  different  times,  far  more 
than  less  a  whole  fixed  system  of  ways  of  living  which  does 
correspond  to  real  needs  in  most  people,  doesnt  correspond 
to  any  need  at  all  in  you — its  not  that  you  dont  conform  to 
things,  you  do,  because  its  often  more  bother  not  to,  but  you 
do  it  only  to  the  extent  that  it  gets  in  your  way  not  to,  and 
you  see  Cett,  if  you  were  quite  clear  about  that  it  would 
help,  its  certain  you  arent  at  present,  youre  muddled — do 
you  remember  when  you  came  the  evening  before  you  went 
away  to  Cornwall,  and  I  asked  you  why  youd  come  and  you 
said — But  I  promised  to  come — when  you  said  that, it  seemed 
to  you  that  promises  were  quite  binding  things  to  you,  and 
also  when  you  said  I  must  give  you  back  the  letters  because 
Id  promised — there  are  two  things  that  have  come  from  you 
that  have  lit  up  more  than  others  how  utterly  without  meaning 
promises  and  so  on  in  actualness  are  to  you — how  any  feeling 
of  the  kind  that  can  be  called  honor  of  them  hasnt  ever  really 
touched  you — the  first  was  the  other  night  when  I  asked 
you  why  youd  promised  me  if  I  told  you  the  things  you 
wanted  to  know  that  that  would  finish  them — that  theyd 
be  told  no  one  else — and  then  gone  direct  and  told  them  to 
Surd,  and  you  said  to  me  that  if  you  hadnt  promised  I 
shouldnt  have  told  them  you,  the  other  was  when  we  were 
walking  back  on  Sunday  and  you  were  talking  about  you 
and  Loom,  and  I  suddenly  said  about  one  of  the  things  you 
told  me  that  I  hadnt  known  that  before,  and  you  said  quite 
gravely,  and  without  the  least  faintest  touch  of  conscious- 
ness of  its  being  anything  but  a  most  obvious  natural  thing 
to  say,  that  no,  you  didnt  suppose  I  had,  because  youd 
promised  Loom  you  wouldnt  ever  tell  any  one — when  that 
came  back  in  me,  when  I  was  walking  back,  something  in 
me  suddenly  began  to  laugh  and  it  went  on  all  the  way  home, 
and  whenever  it  comes  back  in  me  it  makes  the  same  thing 
laugh — you  see  Cett,  youre  a  lamb  but  a  funny  one  sometimes. 
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XXI 

You  know  how  I  told  you  it  felt  Id  got  to  a  turning  place*, 
and  thats  why  I  wanted  the  letters,  to  make  things  clearer — 
I  think  it  began  on  the  outside  that  night  in  the  studio,  I 
think  now  Ive  been  trying  in  some  part  of  me  ever  since  that 
night  to  get  clear  about  things  to  do  with  you,  I  couldnt  do 
it  in  London  and  I  couldnt  understand  why,  and  then  it 
seemed  that  it  had  to  do  with  your  coming,  in  one  part  I 
wanted  you  to  go  on  coming  it  seemed  more  than  I  wanted 
anything,  in  another  part  I  didnt  want  it  till  something  had 
got  clear,  and  your  coming  somehow  seemed  to  interrupt 
and  confuse  that  each  time,  I  knew  if  I  tried  to  explain  it  to 
you  I  shouldnt  be  able  to,  because  I  didnt  understand  it 
myself,  and  I  knew  if  I  stayed  I  shouldnt  have  been  able  to 
tell  you  not  to  come,  I  shouldnt  have  been  strong  enough — 
at  least,  it  would  have  strained  something — so  thats  why  I 
went  away,  but  now  it  feels  what  was  trying  to  push  through 
has  pushed  through  and  I  can  come  back — on  the  outside  it 
seemed  it  came  more  through  reading  those  letters  than 
through  other  things,  first  I  read  them  out  of  my  spirit  part 
with  my  mind  still,  then  I  read  them  with  my  mind  watching 
and  trying  to  understand  feelings  that  came — first,  all 
through  while  I  read  the  first  ones  a  feeling  kept  coming  like 
being  blown  out  in  one  part  and  pinched  in  in  another,  it 
didnt  come  while  I  read  the  ones  that  came  after  I  was  with, 
you  the  two  nights  after  Loom  had  gone  and  before  Surd 
had  come  but  it  came  once  or  twice  again  while  I  read  the 
later  ones — when  I  read  them  with  my  mind  watching  and 
trying  to  understand  those  feelings  I  found  they  came  each 
time  always  for  things  Id  written  when  a  way  that  things 
stretched  out  to  come  direct  from  me  was  being  held  back 
or  pushed  back  in  me,  and  now  Ive  come  to  see  a  thing  Cett 
in  a  way  which  its  as  if  Ive  never  seen  it  quite  clearly  and 
separately  before,  that  wherever  a  true  thing  is  repressed,  the 
simpler  and  honester  and  therefore  the  clearer  of  vanity 
people  are  the  more  theyll  recognize  and  shew  feelings  of 
helplessness — the  real  feelings  must  be  feelings  of  helpless- 
ness, of  some  degree  of  helplessness,  just  as  much  as  if  a  limb 
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of  their  body  were  cut  off,  and  on  the  other  side,  the  more 
theyre  not  honest  the  more  something  in  them,  consciously 
or  unconsciously  or  .both  will  try  to  make  up  for  the  feeling 
of  helplessness  of  these  parts  by  blowing  out  other  parts — 
Ive  done  that,  several  times,  some  time  111  shew  you  each 
place  that  shews  where  Ive  done  it  in  those  letters  and  III 
trace  what  came  with  you  through  it — Im  sorry  Cett  my 
heart,  do  you  see  Ive  confused  things  through  that  and  made 
them  more  difficult — I  think  through  things  that  have  come 
in  this  fortnight  Ive  been  away,  and  that  Ive  come  through, 
that  Ive  got  humbler,  111  try,  very  hard  to  start  truer  when 
I  come  back — you  see  Cett  theres  a  thing  I  do,  I  see  glimps- 
ings  of  what  are  called  general  laws,  masses  and  masses  of 
them,-  but  over  and  over  I  forget  to  remember  how  the 
beginnings  and  ends  of  particular  fulfillings  of  all  laws  are 
hidden — in  understanding  of  all  laws  we  only  see  enough 
bits  in  between  of  particular  fulfilments  of  them  to  give  clues 
to  divining  some  parts  of  what  cant  be  seen — I  know  that 
over  and  over  I  try  to  fit  particular  fulfillings  of  general  laws 
into  a  narrower  sweep  than  they  belong  to — its  hard  to  keep 
back  from  narrowing  particular  fulfilments  to  fit  into  the 
little  quick  images  and  plans  of  them  which  minds  make  of 
them — I  know  that  in  one  part  of  me  I  often  pinch  a  sight  of 
people's  life  patterns,  the  weaving  of  them,  into  something 
narrow  enough  for  me  to  be  able  to  understand  with  my 
mind  how  theyre  a  particular  fulfilment  of  general  laws  I 
understand  with  my  mind — and  you  see  sweet,  I  shall  go  on 
doing  that,  and  my  sight  will  go  on  being  beaten  wider  so 
long  as  I  leave  things  open  in  me — later  I  shall  read,  masses 
and  masses,  and  one  of  the  things  that  will  be  a  fixed  thing 
I  shall  watch  while  I  read  will  be  how  much  and  how  a 
glimpsing  of  general  laws,  of  the  patterns  of  things,  helps 
and  how  much  it  hinders  particular  people,  and  the  par- 
ticular stoppings  and  tangles  it  brings  about  in  them — 
Dostoievsky  never  stopped,  thats  why  to  me  hes  so  much 
mightier  and  yet  from  one  viewing  of  it  so  much  incompleter 
than  for  instance  Ibsen  and  Tolstoi — but  I  cant  read  yet,  Im 
not  ready  yet. 
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It  feels  that  theres  a  way  thats  left  still  to  take  through 
you  that  it  feels  now  that  Ive  been  struggling  to  hold  back 
from  taking  from  the  beginning  of  when  it  was  lit  up  in  some 
part  in  me  that  I  needed  to  take  it — you  know  when  you 
came  the  time  before  the  last  time  and  asked  me  those  quest- 
ions you  did  ask  me  when  I  suddenly  became  what  seemed 
excited  and  asked  you  to  stop  and  told  you  I  couldnt  answer 
them,  I  knew  by  the  particular  perplexity  of  the  way  you 
looked  then  you  hadnt  understood  what  was  happening  in 
me,  while  you  were  asking  them  a  tumult  came  in  me,  it 
wasnt  only  the  questions  you  asked  and  that  I  heard  that 
came  into  me  and  it  wasnt  only  you  asking  them  that  I  saw 
— at  the  time  because  I  felt  behind  what  appeared  it  seemed 
through  a  confusion  in  my  mind  that  what  appeared  was 
false — what  lies  behind  that  confusion  and  what  was  lit  up 
when  I  understood  it  spreads  into  too  much  to  tell  here  Cett, 
its  enough  that  I  shall  try  to  answer  you  now — but  first  my 
dear  heart  could  you  understand  that  its  useless  to  get  im- 
patient with  the  way  I  tell  things — at  its  root  what  Surd 
meant  when  he  said  could  I  never  call  a  spade  a  spade  came 
out  of  the  same  feeling  as  the  feeling  that  made  you  say  the 
other  day  why  would  I  keep  putting  brakes  on  ? — but  if  I 
didnt  it  would  be  false,  at  times  its  false  for  me  to  use  some 
words  at  all,  at  others  its  false  for  me  to  use  them  with 
nothing  round  them — do  you  see  sweatheart  when  you  feel 
stopped  by  the  words  I  use  and  the  way  I  use  them  its  as  it 
should  be — if  you  didnt  feel  stopped  and  baffled  in  that 
way,  though  it  might  seem  you  were  understanding  then 
clearly  what  I  meant,  youd  be  understanding  wrongly — if 
its  a  choice  its  better  to  know  you  havent  understood  a  thing 
than  to  think  youve  understood  a  thing  when  in  actualness 
youve  not  understood  it  but  something  else — and  Cett  dear 
heart  if  you  think  or  if  you  think  I  think  its  from  superiority 
to  other  people  that  I  confuse  people,  as  I  think  you  have 
thought  at  times,  youll  be  mistaken  again  and  youll  be  con- 
fused again  worse  than  before  by  everything  I  try  to  tell 
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you  and  the  way  I  try  to  tell  it — first,  superiority  and  in- 
feriority between  people  is  a  thing  its  a  waste  to  think  about, 
the  only  thing  that  it  matters  to  feel  to  them  if  you  can  when 
you  find  theyre  not  being  true  is  a  particular  kind  of  humble- 
ness and  sympathy  because  its  harder  for  them  than  for  the 
other  people  who  are  true — thats  to  say,  in  its  crudest  way 
of  saying  one  way  of  seeing  it,  who  are  following  the  way  its 
fixed  for  them  to  take — presented  in  a  form  in  which  my  mind 
can  recognize  it  and  tell  it  in  words,  the  part  of  what  its  as 
if  my  need  which  seems  a  direct  need  to  confuse  people  but 
which  is  not  that  comes  from  is  to  do  with  that  its  as  if  twisted 
into  my  way — involved  through  taking  it — theres  a  need  to 
present  a  particular  sight  of  things  to  people  which  is  not 
peculiar  to  me  in  the  sense  that  no  one  else  can  see  it,  but 
only  to  the  extent  that  no  one  else  has  seen  it — its  felt  at 
times  youve  confused  that  too — it  felt  it  when  you  said  that 
night  that  I  wasnt  a  type  but  unique,  and  later  when  you  said 
the  same  of  yourself,  it  felt  what  you  saw  as  unique  wasnt 
unique,  the  laws  that  govern  people  are  the  same,  it  makes 
no  difference  whether  theyre  found  out  or  not  found  out, 
and  the  laws  that  govern  their  reactions  to  those  laws  are 
the  same — to  the  extent  Im  not  conscious  of  being  everyone 
and  to  the  extent  that  everyone  isnt  conscious  of  being  me 
we're  blind,  its  true  the  reverse  is  true  but  it  sometimes 
seems  it  matters  less  in  the  sense  that  it  sometimes  seems 
more  a  means  than  the  other — I  was  driven  to  find  the  sight 
of  things  I  found — that  was  how  it  presented  itself  to  my 
mind — because  I  found  my  way  blocked,  and  since  my 
certainty  about  my  way  was  stronger  than  an  inclination  to 
yield  to  what  blocked  me — but  that  was  a  strong  inclination 
and  is  a  strong  inclination — I  was  driven  to  pierce  to  root 
things  that  blocked  me,  I  found  they  werent  what  can  be 
called  feelings,  or  what  is  often  meant  when  people  say, 
realities,  either  my  own  or  other  people's,  I  found  they  were 
ideas,  fixed  to  the  feelings  or  the  realities,  my  own  idea  and 
other  people's,  so  that  in  its  working  out  it  came  to  that  it 
seemed  it  was  often  more  than  any  other  thing  fighting  ideas, 
which    often    too    couldnt    be    fought    directly    but    only 
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indirectly — it  was  things  to  do  with  that  I  was  trying  to  say 
to  you  again  that  night  when  you  said  that  words  didnt 
matter,  that  it  was  the  realities  behind  the  words  that  mattered 
when  I  said  that  in  a  sense  words  matter  more  than  what 
can  be  called  realities— dont  you  see,  that  when  the  images 
or  conceptions  in  two  people  of  what  can  be  assumed  to  be 
one  thing — of  what  can  be  called  a  reality — differ  in  an  ex- 
treme way,  if  they  call  that  one  thing  by  the  same  name  it 
will  confuse  more  than  if  they  called  it  by  different  names — 
and  its  an  example  which  it  feels  is  at  the  back  of  what  these 
things  have  come  from  in  me  that  if  the  things  that  people 
see  and  mean  when  they  say  Bernard  Shaw  arent  different 
only  in  a  way  of  degree  to  what  I  see  and  mean  when  they 
say  it  but  different  in  the  way  that  things  that  have  no  link 
or  likeness  to  each  other  of  any  kind  are  different,  its  false 
for  me  to  say  it — it  was  not  a  love  of  indirect  ways  and  a 
shrinking  from  direct  ways  that  made  me  avoid  it  where  I 
could  through  my  writing,  it  was  from  an  instinct  and  later 
from  what  seemed  an  understanding  that  it  was  false  to  use 
it  however  at  some  times  and  out  of  some  moods  not  using 
it  brought  feelings  of  evasion  and  ridiculousness  and  im- 
patience— it  feels  that  part  of  what  those  feelings  come  from 
comes  from  deeper  than  what  Ive  said. 

I  stopped  there  and  first  Cett  before  I  begin  theres  a  sort  of 
secret  111  tell  you — I  may  take  it  out  before  T  send  you  the 
letter,  but  I  may  leave  it  in,  its  this,  that  before  I  began  to 
write  this  letter  to  you,  I  began  to  write  another,  but  as  soon 
as  I  began  to  write  it  it  seemed  I  wasnt  writing  to  you  at  all 
and  that  therefore  to  write  as  if  it  was  to  you  was  false,  and 
so  I  began  again  and  I  wrote  as  if  it  was  to  everyone,  but 
then  it  seemed  that  somehow  that  was  false  too — and  then 
again  it  suddenly  seemed  that  there  wasnt  any  other  way 
but  through  you  that  I  could  write,  it  wasnt  clear,  I  mean  it 
wasnt  clear  how  though  it  seemed  false  to  be  writing  to  you 
as  a  single  person  when  it  felt  that  what  I  was  writing  was 
for  everyone,  how  yet  it  wasnt  only  that  it  wasnt  false,  but 
that  the  more  while  I  was  writing  a  consciousness  of  every 
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other  thing  went  out  of  me  but  that  first  and  last  it  was  to 
you  as  a  particular  single  person  whom  I  loved  that  I  was 
telling  what  I  told,  the  more  what  I  wrote  and  the  way  I 
wrote  it  would  be  true,  and  that  the  more  I  held  back  any- 
thing that  it  came  in  me  to  write  to  you  as  a  single  person,  or 
the  way  I  should  have  written  it  with  that  consciousness  in 
me,  the  more  it  would  be  false,  it  wasnt  clear  in  my  mind 
when  it  came  how  it  could  be  but  it  was  clear  that  it  was  so 
— its  still  not  clear  at  times  but  its  growing  clearer. 

First  Cett,  it  felt  you  were  stretching  out  through  the 
questions  you  asked  to  understand  first  whether  this  feeling 
of  certainty  which  can  be  expressed  as  a  certainty  that  some- 
thing which  I  am  belongs  to  something  which  is  this  person 
I  love  in  a  way  in  which  I  belong  to  nothing  else  is  as  certain 
as  its  presented  by  me  as  being,  and  then,  if  thats  so,  more  of 
what  you  can  understand  with  your  mind  it  comes  from  in 
me — first,  the  feeling  of  certainty — it  doesnt  feel  I  can 
describe  or  define  it  separately,  it  goes  through  everything 
to  do  with  this,  one  day  it  suddenly  felt  that  Id  found  what 
Id  been  searching  to  find,  and  that  it  was  this  particular 
person,  and  since  that  day  its  stayed  in  me.  Then,  what  it  comes 
from — by  the  nearest  way  to  say  what  it  comes  from,  its  as 
if  it  comes  from  a  consciousness  in  some  part  of  me  of  a  what 
can  be  called  other  life  behind  what  appears,  or  behind  what 
is  conceived  of  what  appears — do  you  see  Cett,  this  con- 
sciousness of  this  what  can  be  called  other  life  behind  has 
always  been  in  me  and  yet  from  causes  that  are  deeper 
rooted  than  I  can  pierce  to  Ive  been  false  to  it,  either  more, 
or  less,  from  the  beginning. 

Something  has  come  in  me — it  feels  Im  freed  in  a  way  Ive 
never  been  freed  yet — when  I  began  to  try  to  tell  you  what  it 
seemed  I  was  meant  to  tell  you,  each  time  with  each  thing 
that  came  such  a  teeming  multitude  rushed  up  behind  it 
that  I  was  pushed  back  and  helpless,  I  tried  to  watch  into  it 
and  then  it  came  that  if  I  could  tell  what  I  saw  direct  and 
sweep  back  all  that  came  through  a  consciousness  of  inter- 
pretations which  lit  it  as  hallucinations  and  delusions,  that 
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I  could  tell  it,  then  I  tried  again,  over  and  over,  and  each 
time  I  couldnt,  each  time  a  sight  of  what  it  was  as  if  I  needed 
to  tell  stretched  out  and  spread  and  then  pulled  something 
in  me  deeper  and  deeper,  then  I  went  to  sleep  and  dreamt  I 
was  in  a  station  and  I  went  to  a  place  to  get  a  ticket,  I  was 
given  a  ticket  and  I  was  getting  into  the  train  when  a  person 
came  and  asked  to  see  my  ticket,  then  he  said  that  it  was  a 
first  class  ticket  and  I  was  getting  into  a  third  class  carriage, 
then  he  asked  me  where  I  wanted  to  go  and  when  I  told  him 
he  said  then  the  person  whod  given  me  the  ticket  had  been 
muddled,  that  hed  given  me  a  ticket  to  go  by  a  more  round- 
about way  than  I  need  go  and  he  shewed  me  lists  of  names 
of  places  I  should  need  to  stop  at  if  I  went  that  way,  then  I 
went  back  to  the  person  whod  given  me  the  ticket  and  I  told 
him  hed  given  me  a  wrong  ticket  and  for  a  wrong  class,  then 
he  began  to  tell  me  about  that  way,  I  got  confused  but  I 
knew  he  was  wrong  and  I  wanted  to  go  but  he  went  on  ex- 
plaining and  explaining,  and  then  he  said  that  the  system 
he  had  to  keep  in  his  head  was  a  very  complicated  one  and 
that  it  was  difficult  to  give  tickets  that  went  direct  to  any 
place,  then  he  began  explaining  the  system — then  suddenly 
something  came  in  me  and  I  shouted  very  loud  that  it  wasnt 
the  system  that  was  the  matter,  that  it  was  he  who  was  the 
matter  because  he  was  incompetent  to  deal  with  it — and 
then  everything  got  still  more  violently  excited  inside  me 
and  I  said — admit  youre  incompetent  admit  it — and  then 
suddenly  everything  went  out  of  me  but  that  I  was  terrified 
he  was  not  going  to  admit  it,  I  waited,  and  first  he  didnt 
move  or  say  anything,  then  he  came  out  of  the  box  but  very 
slowly  and  I  still  didnt  know  what  was  going  to  happen — 
then  he  came  nearer  and  then  he  looked  up  and  it  was  as  if 
something  was  happening  in  him  he  was  trying  to  under- 
stand—then it  was  as  if  something  was  lit  in  him  and  he 
came  and  kissed  my  face  with  a  particular  kind  of  gentle- 
ness and  like  a  little  child— and  then  he  said  it  seemed  out 
of  this  same  gentleness  that  what  I  said  was  true,  that  he 
was  incompetent — then  a  terrific  feeling  of  humbleness  came 
in  me — then  it  suddenly  felt  he  was  going  to  tell  out  everything 
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in  him  and  hold  back  nothing — then  a  terrific  feeling 
came  that  was  like  complete  freedom  and  complete  happi- 
ness and  then  I  was  woken — it  feels  that  that  dream  lit 
things  that  something  in  me  had  been  struggling  to  see  and 
come  to — it  feels  that  from  now  on  I  can  pour  out  everything 
that  comes  in  me  by  writing  it  direct  to  my  love — it  feels 
that  later  I  may  come  back  to  you  Cett  my  little  heart  but 
differently — I  shall  always  want  you  and  need  you  but 
differently  now — 

This  letter  was  written  almost  directly  after  the  other,  but 
never  finished  or  sent,  I  dont  know  why,  but  it  didnt 
seem  to  matter,  and  you  see  Cett  since  then  things  to  do 
with  what  I  said  it  seemed  had  come  have  come,  and  they 
are  going  on  happening,  but  one  part  is  finished,  and  things 
to  do  with  it  are  being  printed,  I  am  not  freed  from  that  yet, 
it  may  be  Im  not  meant  to  be,  I  dont  know,  it  may  be  it 
doesnt  depend  on  what  it  seems  to  depend  on.  Ive  thought 
about  Surd  minding  the  letters  written  to  him  being  printed, 
and  the  other  things  written  about  him,  and  Ive  tried  to 
pierce  deeper  into  why  he  will  mind — I  know  he  will  mind 
— and  I  think  I  have  felt  deeper  into  it,  but  not  in  a  way 
that  I  can  tell  out  in  words  yet,  it  may  be  at  present  Im  too 
much  in  it  myself  to  be  able  to  see  it  enough  from  outside — 
in  a  superficial  way  I  can  understand  something  of  it,  it 
links  back  with  the  instinct  in  all  animals  to  protect  them- 
selves from  other  animals,  by  hiding  from  them  or  attacking 
them,  but  in  people  it  becomes  a  different  thing,  in  people 
it  spreads  every  way — one  thing  made  a  difference  to  me 
while  I  was  thinking  about  it,  I  dont  mean  it  changed  me, 
it  was  more  it  seemed  it  strengthened  some  feeling,  one  day 
Enid  came — I  spoke  about  her  to  you  once — and  I  said 
that  the  letters  Id  written  to  you  and  Surd  were  being  printed 
— I  said  it  suddenly  and  without  knowing  clearly  why,  but 
she  knew  something  about  you  and  she'd  read  one  of  the 
letters — and  first,  the  first  instant,  she  gave  a  sort  of  shudder, 
then  I  said  some  things,  I  dont  remember  what,  I  think 
partly  because  the  thing  she  said  presently  made  what  Id 
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said  not  matter,  Im  not  sure  she'd  even  heard  them,  it  felt 
what  she  said  came  from  things  going  round  inside  her  and 
working  their  way  through  till  they  came  out  this  way,  she 
said — I  think  you  could  write  everything  about  me  and  that 
I  shouldnt  mind — she  said  it  in  a  particular  kind  of  way  that 
could  be  called  dreamy,  but  I  think  she  understood  what 
she  was  saying,  I  mean  I  think  she  understood  what  it  meant, 
and  that  I  may  do  it,  and  do  you  see  there  are  two  things  that 
make  it  seem  more  for  her  to  say  than  it  would  be  for  most 
people,  on  the  outside  they  make  it  seem  more,  first,  shes 
shyer  and  more  sensitive  than  most  people  I  know,  and 
second,  I  know  more  of  her  life,  of  the  inside  of  it,  than  I 
know  of  most  people's,  perhaps  than  I  know  of  anyone's, 
its  not  only  I  know  because  shes  told  me  but  theres  some 
link  between  us  which  I  can  feel  but  which  I  havent  clearly 
understood  yet,  which  makes  me  feel  into  things  and  behind 
them  in  a  different  way  to  the  way  I  can  feel  into  most  people's, 
and  she  knows  that — but  do  you  see  Cett  trying  to  under- 
stand deeper  into  Surd's  feelings  and  what  they  come  from 
doesnt  come  from  doubt  about  printing  the  letters,  its  not 
that  I  havnt  doubted  about  that,  I  have,  but  that  was  a  separ- 
ate thing,  whether  a  thing  is  to  be  done  or  not,  at  all,  is  found 
by  a  different  part  to  the  part  that  tries  to  understand  about 
it  when  its  being  done.  Its  the  same  with  the  names,  nearly 
all  the  names  are  changed,  I  wanted  to  keep  the  real  names, 
but  I  havent,  other  names  came  up  in  me,  I  didnt  invent  them 
in  the  sense  that  I  didnt  think  them  out,  when  I  found  I  was 
going  to  change  them  I  waited  and  they  came  up,  theyve 
got  no  hidden  meaning,  I  mean  none  that  Im  conscious  of, 
some  are  connected  by  the  likeness  of  sound,  where  they 
didnt  come  up  in  that  way  Ive  put  dashes  or  initials,  and  a 
few  arent  altered,  and  its  the  same  with  the  letters  that  are 
left  out,  nearly  all  the  first  ones  are  left  out,  and  with  the 
bits  left  out  in  them,  Ive  got  ideas  about  why  it  is  with  each, 
but  I  should  have  left  them  out  without  the  ideas,  the  ideas 
may  be  mistaken — and  so  may  the  other  thing,  but  I  cant 
get  behind  that  and  I  can  get  behind  the  ideas  because  they 
come  out  of  the  other.     And  there  are  some  words  and 
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some  sentences  altered,  but  not  many,  but  thats  not  because 
I  had  any  scruple  feelings  about  altering  them  if  I  could 
have  made  them  better  but  only  because  mostly  I  cant  alter 
what  Ive  once  written,  unless  its  something  that  has  nothing 
to  do  with  particular  times  and  moods,  and  most  things  have. 

XXIII 

Through  things  that  have  come  it  feels  Im  freed  in  a  way 
Ive  not  been  freed  till  now  and  that  now  I  can  write  to  you 
direct — do  you  see  my  dear  heart  it  feels  its  not  only  writing 
to  you  the  way  it  was  before  that  it  will  be  now,  it  feels  now 
behind  the  writing  and  in  part  through  it  there  will  be  some- 
thing joining  direct  that  hasnt  been  before  while  Ive  been 
joined  to  my  body  and  you  to  yours — do  you  see  my  dear 
heart  you  mustnt  mind  when  I  say  things  like  that  about  my 
being  joined  to  my  body  and  you  to  yours,  I  know  something 
comes  up  in  you  at  once  against  it  but  I  must  tell  things  the 
way  I  feel  them  and  the  way  they  come  in  me,  as  I  go  on 
things  like  that  will  grow  less  crude  and  bare,  and  I  must 
tell  out  everything  that  comes  in  me  and  the  exact  way  it 
comes — the  outside  things  that  have  helped  me  to  break 
through  what  Ive  broken  through  now  have  been  more  than 
anything  else  to  do  with  one  person,  I  knew  something  com- 
plete the  first  instant  I  saw  him,  I  knew  ways  it  would  be 
true  for  me  to  speak  to  him  and  look  at  him  and  touch  him 
and  I  knew  all  other  ways  would  be  false — do  you  see  my 
heart  theres  something  it  feels  you  were  nearly  more  mis- 
taken in  which  you  wrote  to  me  in  a  letter  than  nearly  any 
of  the  other  things  you  wrote  to  me — Ive  read  the  letters  Ive 
kept  again,  111  tell  you  more  about  them  presently — this  thing 
was  that  if  I  caressed  people  that  I  and  they  would  lose  all 
what  you  meant  by  control  of  ourselves  and  that  then  I 
should  have  a  baby,  you  were  talking  out  of  a  theory  about 
people  thats  got  some  foundings  in  reality,  but  111  say  more 
about  that  later,  but  you  werent  talking  about  me,  with  me 
its  the  opposite  thats  true,  in  actualness  its  the  opposite 
with  everyone  more  than  it  isnt,  its  only  its  not  clear  yet,  in 
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actualness  the  only  way  people  can  keep  their  true  distance* 
from  other  people  is  by  touching  them,  if  its  in  them  to 
touch  them,  and  in  the  exact  way  its  in  them  to  touch  them, 
its  not  dangerous,  its  safe,  the  chief  foundings  in  reality  the 
other  way  has  are  where  people  are  terribly  falsely  messed 
from  the  beginning,  but  its  misleading  to  found  directions 
on  false  messes — Im  writing  in  a  preaching  way,  Im  sorry, 
it  feels  its  to  myself — do  you  see  my  heart  its  been  harder  to 
break  through  things  to  do  with  that  than  nearly  anything, 
I  mean  about  touching  people  and  things  joined  to  it,  there 
are  more  false  things  fixed  to  it  in  people's  minds  than  other 
things  Ive  come  against — anyway  to  go  back  to  this  person, 
I  wasnt  true  at  once  about  that  but  I  fought  harder  than  Ive 
ever  fought  to  be  true  quickly,  and  holding  to  my  true  way 
with  this  person  through  everything  that  came  strengthened 
something  in  me  more  than  anything  ever  has — have  you 
ever  understood  my  heart  even  for  an  instant  quite  clearly 
consciously  how  Im  joined  to  you  and  that  what  Ive  held  to 
doesnt  come  from  hallucination?  —  have  you  ever  felt 
consciously  even  for  an  instant  that  everything  you  do  that 
separates  your  outside  part  from  my  outside  part,  or  that 
keeps  them  separate,  in  actualness  does  nothing  ? — have 
you  ever  felt  that  behind  youve  done  nothing — youll  under- 
stand, I  dont  mean  that  literally,  but  when  I  say  that,  does 
it  light  anything  up  in  your  mind  ?  I  mean,  can  you  get  a 
sudden  sight  in  you  even  only  that  instant  that  the  whole  of 
that  terrific  activity  has  got  you  nowhere,  and  not  only  that 
but  got  no  one  else  anywhere  behind  ?  can  your  mind  accept 
even  that  thats  possible  ? — I  know  your  mind  is  terribly 
constrained  by  fixed  accepted  interpretations  of  things — 
not  superficially,  superficially  you  defy  them,  but  in  a  deeper 
way — O  my  heart  dare  to  be  humble  with  the  whole  of  you 
while  you  read  whats  coming  through  me — feel  quick  that 
its  not  humble  to  me  I  mean — humble  is  the  nearest  word 
that  comes  up  in  me  to  tell  out  what  it  feels  something  in  me 
is  pulling  you  to  but  it  may  be  its  a  word  too  fixed  round  for 
you  with  what  can  be  called  moral  feelings  which  are  not 
feelings  it  comes  out  of  in  me — its  not  meekness,  or  anything 
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given  up,  its  only  an  opening  of  something  in  you  Im  stretch- 
ing out  to  you  for  while  you  read  this — I  know  all  about  those 
feelings  of  nearly  distaste  and  Im  damned  sort  of  feelings 
that  may  come  in  you  at  first  while  youre  reading,  impatient 
sort  of  kicking  feelings,  if  they  get  very  violent  dont  stop 
reading,  if  you  go  on  reading  then  in  spite  of  them  theres 
more  chance  of  something  inside  at  the  back  exploding 
through  them  because  they  wouldnt  be  violent  like  that  if 
behind  things  werent  violent  too — and  listen  sweetheart,  if 
ideas  come  into  your  head  that  a  cunning  part  makes  up  to 
make  it  seem  alright  for  you  to  stop  reading,  like  that  youre 
a  public  servant  and  havent  a  right  to  waste  time  reading 
such  stuff — no,  its  only  an  idea  that  feels  alright  because 
everyone  that  respects  you  because  they  dont  understand 
anything  about  you  and  everyone  you  want  to  respect — I 
dont  mean  consciously  want  to  respect  but  theres  the  feel- 
ing in  you — would  respect  it — 111  tell  you  a  way  to  get  a  part 
of  your  mind  that  kicks  against  being  freed  from  fixed  ways 
free  quicker — if  you  let  something  inside  you  imagine  Im 
holding  your  hand  very  tight  and  that  we're  walking  very 
fast  together,  that  sometimes  when  I  get  very  excited  I 
stumble  over  bits  of  twigs  and  moss  and  things  and  clutch 
your  hand  tighter  and  that  sometimes  when  something 
terribly  exciting  comes  in  me  I  clutch  it  still  tighter  and  rub 
it  against  bits  of  me,  my  cheek  and  any  other  bits,  and  that 
sometimes  when  I  get  still  more  excited  my  hands  rush  all 
over  your  sleeves  and  everywhere  and  in  and  out  of  your 
fingers,  and  all  the  while  Im  talking  very  fast,  and  all  the 
while  in  between  in  and  out  laughing  in  a  terribly  delicious 
way  not  of  necessity  at  anything  special  you  say  or  I  say  but 
because  its  such  extreme  terrific  happiness  being  together 
at  last  that  way — if  you  let  things  inside  you  imagine  into 
something  on  the  outside  like  that  it  would  help — about  my 
being  childish,  yes,  in  a  sense,  but  111  explain  about  that 
more  later — I  want,  terribly,  to  know  more  outside  things 
that  account  for  other  outside  things  than  I  can  know  through 
your  writing — the  first  time  I  come  against  you  it  feels  I 
shall  pour  out  questions — and  I  must  tell  you  sweetheart 
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the  first  time  now  I  come  against  you  on  the  outside  it  feels 
I  shall  be  quite  free  from  what  Ive  not  been  free  from  be- 
fore, it  feels  whenever  I  come  against  you  now  I  shall  be 
quite  free  to  be  direct  what  its  in  me  to  be  at  that  minute, 
Piccadilly  or  a  tube  or  anywhere — and  you  know  sweet- 
heart, when  I  say  things  like  that  to  you  Im  terribly  terribly 
hampered  by  not  being  by  you  with  my  actual  hands  and 
eyes  and  so  on — theres  a  particular  kind  of  glee  feeling  that 
comes  from  seeing  some  things  suddenly  that  cant  come  out 
at  all  through  writing  but  that  can  rush  out  through  your 
hands  and  eyes — you  see  when  I  said  that,  I  suddenly  saw 
the  sudden  violent  jumble  of  feelings  it  would  bring  in  people 
if  there  were  people  round  when  I  suddenly  came  against 
you  and  how  then  something  inside  me  would  play  with 
those  feelings  and  make  them  worse  and  worse  and  more 
and  more  muddled  out  of  terrific  feelings  of  glee  inside  me, 
and  how  then  Id  coax  them  back  again  and  they  wouldnt  be 
able  to  help  coming  back — theyd  be  quite  utterly  helpless, 
and  angry  because  they  were  helpless,  and  yet  not  able  to 
be  angry — and  do  you  see  sweetheart  it  would  be  divine — 
and  think  think  of  being  able  to  pull  everyone  inside  you  out 
of  that  terrific  happiness — it  hasnt  come  yet  and  you  see 
sweetheart  I  shant  push  it,  its  got  its  place  and  time,  but  Ive 
noticed  that  when  I  definitely  what  presents  itself  to  my 
mind  as  want  a  thing,  it  mostly  happens  if  I  leave  it  alone 
and  dont  arrange  about  it,  its  happened  lately  with  three 
people,  the  first  were  two  people  I  wanted  terribly  to  see, 
but  it  felt  I  wasnt  meant  to  tell  them  or  go  to  them  or  make 
any  outside  move  at  all  to  see  them,  so  I  didnt,  then  a  few 
days  afterwards  suddenly  a  long  way  away  I  met  them  in  a 
tube,  then  I  wanted  to  see  one  of  them  alone,  but  the  same 
feeling  came  about  that,  I  waited  till  the  day  he  was  going 
away  and  then  it  seemed  hopeless  and  I  wandered  out  with- 
out any  aim  for  where  to  go  to,  then  I  looked  up  and  sud- 
denly the  person  was  on  a  bus  just  above  me,  then  the  last 
person  was  a  person  I  split  off  from  months  ago,  then  one 
night  it  suddenly  came  in  me  I  wanted  to  go  back  to  them, 
then  I  thought  I  couldnt  go  back  without  writing  to  explain, 
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so  I  wrote  a  letter,  then  when  Id  written  the  letter  it  sud- 
denly came  again  it  wasnt  meant  that  way,  that  if  it  was 
meant  to  happen  it  would  happen  without  any  arranging  so 
I  tore  up  the  letter,  it  was  the  night  after  peace  night  and  I 
went  to  watch  the  people,  then  when  I  came  back  I  got  into, 
a  tube,  it  was  very  crowded  and  I  stood,  and  then  suddenly 
someone  said  my  name  and  it  was  the  person  Id  written  to, 
just  by  me — do  you  know  sweetheart,  Ive  a  sudden  feeling 
I  wasnt  meant  to  tell  you  about  things  like  that,  not  in  a 
letter,  it  may  be  because  they  shouldnt  be  told  in  a  way  that 
makes  them  feel  in  any  way  strange,  if  a  consciousness  of 
their  background  was  in  you  theyd  appear  as  natural  as  now 
it  appears  natural  that  if  you  write  to  a  person  to  come  to 
see  you  they  come — it  feels  theres  something  as  vexing 
about  presenting  things  like  that  without  anything  round 
them  as  it  would  be  vexing  to  present  a  person's  going  to 
meet  another  person  after  a  letter  asking  them  to  go  as  a  sort 
of  miracle — I  mean  a  miracle  how  the  communicating  could 
be  made  through  the  letter  and  all  about  the  machinery  of 
how  it  got  there  and  so  on — I  havent  begun  to  want  to  see 
you  in  that  definite  way  yet,  it  doesnt  feel  things  have  got  to 
that  yet — but  oh  sweetheart  think  think  if  one  day  I  got  in  a 
tube  and  there  at  the  other  end  you  were  sitting  and  I  went 
slowly  slowly  down  between  all  the  people  with  everything 
blazing  in  me  faster  and  faster  till  I  came  in  front  of  you  and 
then  suddenly  things  happened — suddenly  I  was  down  and 
by  you  and  my  face  rubbing  over  every  bit  of  you  and  my 
eyes  glinting  right  into  inside  the  back  of  behind  your  eyes 
— and  sweetheart,  you  wouldnt  be  able  to  help  things  hap- 
pening in  you  then,  theyd  happen,  and  I  should  know  in  an 
exact  precise  terrifically  clear  way  exactly  how  they  were 
happening,  and  that  would  make  everything  laugh  more — 
but  it  hasnt  happened  yet  and  its  not  time  and  it  feels  that 
first  Im  meant  to  tell  you  feelings  in  me  about  things  to  do 
with  you  in  a  way  I  havent  yet — the  outside  way  of  how  it 
was  lit  in  me  I  was  meant  to  do  that  was  through  this  person 
I  love  asking  me  questions  about  my  feelings  to  you,  I  got 
terribly  excited  and  asked  him  to  stop  and  told  him  I  couldnt 
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answer  him,  I  tried  to  push  back  everything  to  do  with  it 
but  now  through  a  great  mass  thats  far  too  long  to  write  to 
you  its  come  round  to  that  its  to  you  Im  meant  to  tell  things 
I  feel  in  a  way  Ive  never  got  into  words  yet. — First  you  must 
imagine  inside  you  that  we've  come  to  a  place  where  we  can 
sit  down,  under  trees,  because  the  things  I  shall  be  trying 
to  light  up  into  a  part  they  havent  come  into  yet  will  be  diffi- 
cult to  translate  and  I  must  be  still,  then,  it  must  be  fixed 
in  you  sweetheart  that  in  everything  I  say  I  shall  be  talking 
direct  out  of  a  consciousness  of  my  reality  into  a  conscious- 
ness of  your  reality,  I  shall  let  nothing  between  us  that  is  not 
between  us  in  that,  then,  please  feel  in  you  if  what  comes 
that  I  say  comes  with  nothing  round  it  its  not  from  an  un- 
consciousness of  how  it  can  be  presented  as  ridiculous  or 
hallucinations  and  delusions  but  do  you  see  sweetheart  Ive 
come  to  feel  that  its  through  a  consciousness  of  those  ways 
of  seeing  being  in  me  with  as  much  clearness  and  vividness 
as  they  are  thats  kept  me  back  over  and  over — whenever  I 
begin  to  try  to  tell  out  things,  sights  of  them  from  different 
places,  both  false  places  or  true  for  the  person  Im  speaking 
to  pour  down  on  me  and  hold  me  back,  not  because  they 
make  doubts  of  the  truth  of  the  things  in  me  come  but  they 
take  away  energy  that  needs  to  go  into  being  in  this  other 
and  translating  it — first,  do  you  see  my  heart  from  far  far 
back  theres  been  a  consciousness  in  me  of  a  what  can  be 
called  life  behind  this  life,  in  actualness  its  not  that  but  it 
presents  itself  as  that  to  my  mind  because  I  see  appearances 
as  the  results  of  causes  which  they  arent  recognized  as  the 
results  of  by  other  people,  so  that  in  one  sense  to  me  appear- 
ances more  than  less  always  contradict  realities,  and  in  that 
too  again  if  it  is  put  in  an  exacter  way  its  not  appearances 
that  contradict  realities  but  its  that  the  interpretations  fixed 
to  them  leave  out  what  I  see  or  believe  to  be  their  causes,  at 
least  dont  reach  them — I  mean  what  seem  roots  to  other 
people  seem  branches  to  me — and  so  do  you  see  sweetheart 
to  an  extent  talking  is  always  false  for  me  with  everyone  and 
always  will  be  till  or  if  the  sight  of  the  what  can  be  called  plan 
of  life  Im  talking  out  of  is  recognised  by  the  people  Im 
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talking  to — I  dont  mean  of  necessity  agreed  with  but  under- 
stood and  with  all  its  what  are  called  implications — in  some 
degree  its  true  about  everyone,  its  only  with  some  people  as 
a  conscious  thing  its  sharper  and  deeper,  and  it  feels  it  is 
with  me — and  do  you  see  my  heart  my  what  can  be  called 
theories  or  sight  of  things  hasnt  sprung  out  separately,  feel- 
ings have  come,  which  it  seemed  sprang  from  a  knowledge 
in  some  part  of  me,  as  the  knowledge  that  I  belonged  to  you 
in  some  way  which  was  distinct  from  the  way  in  which  I 
belonged  to  other  things  and  people,  then  my  mind  has  tried 
to  understand  them,  then  these  theories  have  sprung  up  or 
grown  up  beside  these  feelings,  and  the  way  Ive  tested  them 
is  the  same  kind  of  way  that  comes  if  youve  painted  a  thing 
youre  seeing,  something  inside  you  looks  backwards  and 
forwards  from  the  thing  youve  painted  and  the  thing  in  you 
and  outside  you  youve  painted  it  from,  and  the  extent  of  the 
satisfied  feeling  that  it  matches  is  the  test  of  how  true  it  is — I 
mean  do  you  see  sweetheart  Ive  never  made  up  the  theories, 
its  only  something  in  me  has  searched  and  searched  till  some- 
thing came,  or  till  I  found  something,  that  it  suddenly  felt 
matched — its  that  way  that  all  my  outside  what  can  be  called 
system  has  grown  and  all  its  particular  branches — its  that 
way  I  came  to  believe  we  had  memories  of  things  in  some 
part  of  us  which  in  most  people  is  not  a  part  theyre  clearly 
conscious  of  with  their  minds — when  that  came  in  me  it 
suddenly  matched — and  when  that  came  masses  of  things 
that  perplexed  my  mind  fitted  in  and  grew  lit  up  and 
accounted  for  in  ways  they  hadnt  been  before  and  with  each 
one  when  I  tested  it  there  came  the  same  satisfied  feeling 
that  it  matched — or  in  the  way  its  mostly  said,  that  it  was 
true — and  do  you  see  sweetheart  its  this  feeling  that  comes 
for  that  notion  or  idea  or  conception  or  whatever  you  choose 
to  call  it  that  everything  you  do  or  say  or  write  or  think,  at 
its  roots  but  hidden  from  your  mind  springs  from  a  stretch- 
ing out  to  what  I  am  in  this  part  of  you  in  which  a  memory 
of  this  lies  in  you,  and  from  a  struggling  in  other  parts  of 
you  to  hold  back  from  this — its  come  over  and  over  in  par- 
ticular separate  ways  while  Ive  read  things  youve  written — 
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something  in  me  has  suddenly  seen  in  a  great  flash  what  seems 
the  whole  of  a  tracing  of  what  particular  separate  descrip- 
tions or  conceptions  of  things  or  people  in  your  writing 
come  from — all  round  it  there  are  things  that  arent  clearly 
linked  in  my  conscious  mind,  in  masses  of  places  theres  only 
a  shimmering  of  feelings  and  sights  linking  those  flashes, 
but  there  are  some  that  stand  out  with  a  more  distinct  what 

can  be  called  boldness  than  others  in  me It 

feels  Ive  taken  a  wrong  way — it  feels  do  you  see  my  heart 
Ive  begun  to  try  to  tell  you  what  Im  not  ready  to  tell  in  that 
way  or  it  may  be  what  something  inside  you  isnt  ready  to 
take  in  in  that  way — all  these  two  pages  feelings  of  being 
burdened  down  with  all  the  masses  behind  have  been  grow- 
ing in  me — if  I  went  on  down  this  way  it  feels  all  conscious- 
ness Im  near  you  and  holding  you  would  go  and  do  you  see 
my  darling  heart  the  more  that  goes  the  more  a  particular 
livingness  goes  out  of  me — Ive  climbed  up  to  near  you  this 
way,  I  mustnt  lose  where  Ive  climbed  to — you  see  sweet- 
heart the  particular  way  my  loving  of  you  is  pouring  itself 
through  that  comes  out  of  terrific  sort  of  fun  feelings  and 
caressing  feelings  all  mixed  together  that  push  to  rush  out 
through  my  hands  and  face  the  way  they  do,  if  its  looked  at 
from  outside  only  seems  nothing  and  unimportant  but  if  its 
seen  from  behind  its  different — its  true  it  feels  theyre  only 
forms  on  the  way,  and  I  can  feel  in  some  part  of  me  that 
theres  a  kind  of  loving  of  you  that  wont  have  any  of  these 
forms  in  it,  and  its  true  too  do  you  see  sweetheart  they  ought 
to  be  far  more  over  than  they  are,  and  what  I  can  see  with 
my  conscious  mind  and  not  only  feel  as  what  makes  them  as 
strong  as  they  are  in  me  now  is  because  theyve  been  dammed 
back,  they  havnt  been  dammed  back  completely,  in  the  sense 
that  all  these  years  since  that  day  when  it  began  Ive  known 
in  some  part  of  me  that  I  was  struggling  to  reach  a  place 
where  I  could  stand  by  this  particular  way  my  lovingness  of 
you  came  through  with  all  the  things  that  held  me  back  then 
flung  off  me — and  its  to  do  with  this  that  things  about  my 
being  childish  come  in,  its  quite  true  that  this  is  a  childish 
form  of  loving  shewing  itself  through,  and  its  quite  true  that 
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its  ridiculous  and  unfitting  for  a  person  of  my  kind  who  has 
lived  thirty  eight  years  to  have  this  childish  way  as  strong  in 
them  as  I  have,  but  on  the  other  side  it  would  be  still  falser 
to  push  it  under  even  however  long  its  taken  to  stand  up  by 
it — and  do  you  see  my  heart  that  belongs  at  its  root  to  a  law 
that  can  be  put  in  its  quickest  crudest  way  as  the  law  that 
nothing  can  be  skipped — its  true  it  can,  in  whats  called  this 
life,  but  theres  a  feeling  in  me,  which  is  partly  a  sight  and 
stronger  than  most  things  in  me  that  whatever  is  pushed 
under  and  suppressed  which  is  a  true  thing  it  will  come  out 
at  some  time  and  in  some  way  whether  in  what  is  called  this 
life  or  whenever  it  is — and  sweetheart  do  you  remember 
how  years  and  years  ago  but  still  when  youd  lived  nearly 
sixty  years  how  you  wrote — You  are  quite  right  about  my 
being  young,  I  have  never  yet  been  able  to  feel  grown  up, 
and  now  I  never  shall — it  was  the  same  thing  you  wrote  that 
out  of — the  same  thing  has  been  dammed  back  in  you — and 
do  you  see  sweetheart  if  your  conscious  mind  could  accept 
what  comes  from  me  as  true  youd  understand  with  your 
mind  how  its  not  possible  it  could  be  otherwise  than  that 
the  feeling  your  mind  translates  as  grown  up  couldnt  have 
happened  to  you — in  one  part  youve  been  terribly  true — 
do  you  see  sweetheart  theres  nothing  Ive  ever  felt  or  seen 
thats  stayed  truer — and  its  from  that  that  by  what  seems 
direct  contradiction  if  its  not  seen  from  behind  youve  needed 
to  contradict  what  was  true  with  a  so  terrifically  elaborate 
violent  kind  of  contradiction — do  you  see  sweetheart  to  the 
extent  this  part  inside  you  is  never  still  but  always  stretching 
out  and  driving  into  you  with  a  particular  kind  of  vividness 
and  alertness  and  thereness  so  this  other  must  be  vivid  and 
alert  and  always  there — its  from  that  that  on  the  outside 
youre  so  what  seems  consistent  and  complete  and  ready — 
when  you  suddenly  see  from  behind  and  suddenly  see  actual 
roots  of  things  youve  written  from,  side  by  side  with  what  it 
appeared  to  your  conscious  mind  and  to  other  people's  minds 
they  came  from — even  if  it  only  comes  first  for  an  instant  in 
a  sudden  great  flash — therell  be  something  in  you  will  shake 
and  shake  with  laughing — and  do  you  see  sweetheart  the 
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feeling  that  will  come  in  you  then  will  be  something  of  what 
I  mean  by  humility — I  mean  dont  you  know  how  theres  a 
particular  kind  of  way  that  things  come  from  some  people, 
it  couldnt  be  called  with  exactness  an  apologetic  way,  the 
nearest  way  that  I  can  say  it  is  that  its  as  if  theyre  stretching 
out  in  some  part  to  the  same  part  in  other  people  to  share 
in  laughing  at  what  comes  from  them — not  mockingly  or 
contemptuously  but  quite  tenderly,  the  way  you  laugh  at 
little  children's  notions  about  what  they  are  and  do  things 
from  and  what  other  people  are  and  do  things  from,  and  its 
from  that  part  being  open  in  them — its  not  of  necessity  that 
they  consciously  see  with  their  minds  that  what  they  appear 
to  be  doing  and  saying  things  from  is  not  in  actualness  what 
they  are  doing  and  saying  them  from,  but  it  is  that  if  this  part 
is  left  open,  by  some  way  thats  hidden  it  makes  a  conscious- 
ness of  that  felt  even  if  its  not  understood,  and  thats  what 
brings  that  laughing  feeling — you  see  sweetheart  you  laugh 
and  often  in  a  lovely  and  delicious  way,  but  mostly  its  not 
through  this  part  being  open  in  you,  Im  not  sure  it  ever  is 
— Ill  tell  you  a  great  deal  about  your  laughing  some  time, 
but  not  now — but  do  you  see  sweetheart  in  this  part  in  me  I 
over  and  over  and  over  consciously  see  what  comes  from 
you  side  by  side  with  what  it  comes  from  in  actualness  and 
the  particular  tracing  back  of  each,  and  not  only  in  those 
flashes  but  the  more  something  in  me  is  living  in  you  the 
more  its  a  steady  thing  and  the  more  something  very  soft 
and  dancing  inside  rne  kisses  and  kisses  this  part  in  you 
because  of  soft  laughing  feelings  that  rush  up  with  seeing 
your  conscious  part  rushing  and  rushing  on  with  this  terrific 
energy  without  even  the  dimmest  sight  of  the  actual  thing 
it  comes  from  or  that  its  going  to  and  yet  with  a  so  vehement 

certainty  all  about  what  it  seems  to  be  coming  from 

Ive  stopped  again  because  it  felt  there  was  something  false 
and  Ive  tried  to  find  what  its  from  and  now  it  feels  its  from 
this,  that  if  in  actualness  I  were  by  you  and  pouring  things 
through  into  you  through  my  actual  outside  hands,  that  you 
would  know  the  things  Im  telling  you  instantly,  or  almost 
instantly  and  so  that  a  great  many  would  be  unneeded — I 
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mean  extensions  of  them— and  yet  all  the  while  Im  writing 
theres  a  consciousness  in  some  part  of  me  by  which  its  as  if 
I  am  by  you  and  holding  you,  and  this  is  where  the  confusion 
comes  because  it  feels  that  this  feeling  in  which  it  feels  Im 
by  you  and  holding  you  is  the  truest  feeling  and  that  if  my 
writing  is  read  as  first  of  all  writing  the  nearest  thing  its  from 
and  for  will  be  missed,  and  also,  if  it  was  first  of  all  writing, 
the  way  things  come  over  and  over  wouldnt  fit,  I  mean,  if 
its  only  writing,  caressing  names  dont  fit  but  when  more 
than  any  other  thing  its  as  if  Im  by  you  and  pouring  things 
through  my  hands  and  out  of  particular  feelings  that  feel 
like  coaxing  and  pleading  and  yet  that  arent  only  or  first  of 
all  that,  they  fit,  they  rush  up  in  me  all  the  time  and  it  would 
be  false  to  leave  them  out,  if  I  left  them  out  it  would  be  first 
of  all  I  was  writing  on  paper  to  something  that  was  far  away, 
instead  of  that  first  of  all  the  writing  and  paper  was  a  medium 
only  for  this  other  thing,  its  true  its  a  makeshift  clumsy 
means,  but  its  a  means,  and  it  may  be  Ive  not  earned  rights 
to  directer  ones  yet — it  seemed  I  was  meant  to  die,  the  way 
I  told,  and  the  feeling  that  it  may  still  be  meant  hasnt  changed, 
but  through  loving  this  person  I  found  things  about  it  I 
hadnt  found  before — it  suddenly  seemed  while  I  was  with 
these  people  that  it  was  through  them  I  was  meant  to  die, 
on  the  outside  what  came  in  actualness  was  funny  in  a  way 
— at  least  parts  of  it  seemed  funny  from  the  outside — 111  tell 
you  about  it — 111  tell  you  all  about  it  do  you  see  my  heart 
from  the  beginning — it  felt  I  was  going  to  before  but  it  didnt 

come   before Something   has   come   in    me 

which  it  feels  now  I  shall  tell  you  before  I  go  on.  A  feeling 
suddenly  came  in  me  and  when  I  pierced  into  it  to  find  what 
it  came  from  it  was  as  if  it  came  from  a  consciousness  in 
some  part  of  me  that  even  this  that  it  was  as  if  I  was  telling 
you  utterly  completely  alone  was  before  people — and  then 
it  came  that  that  was  a  consciousness  in  another  form  that  it 
was  going  to  be  printed,  I  tried  to  find  out  what  it  came 
from  that  feelings  of  shrinking  and  a  sudden  consciousness 
that  a  chief  part  of  the  feeling  of  freedom  that  came  in  the 
beginning  was  a  feeling  of  freedom  from  people  round  could 
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be  side  by  side  with  feelings  of  satisfaction  and  then  feelings 
of  stretching  out  and  peace  and  happiness  that  they  were 
there  and  listening  to  all  that  came  from  me  to  you — then  it 
came  that  these  came  from  what  can  be  seen  from  outside 
as  two  parts,  and  then  through  piercing  to  see  these  two  parts 
clearer  in  this  thing  it  came  that  in  one  part  there  was  a  con- 
sciousness that  behind,  by  the  nearest  way  to  say  it,  in  some 
place  or  way  everything  thought  or  felt  or  said  or  gone  through 
in  any  way  is  recorded  with  complete  exactness  as  it  is,  which 
is  as  all  it  sprang  from,  that  therefore  everything  which  is 
struggling  to  what  can  be  called  realize  that  state,  to  live  in  it 
and  be  more  conscious  of  it  in  a  part  in  which  theres  no  clear 
consciousness  of  it,  brings  feelings  of  satisfaction,  that  even 
this  slow  clumsy  long  way  of  first  writing  then  printing  then 
reading  what  is  any  way  only  snatched  bits  of  struggling 
to  translate  brings  feelings  of  satisfaction — O  my  dear 
darling  heart  I  know  this  way  Ive  put  it  all  seems  muddled 
and  confused  and  that  its  as  if  Im  only  saying  in  another 
form  what  Ive  said  before  over  and  over  and  forgotten  Ive 
said  before — but  yet  it  feels  what  has  come  this  time  is  new 
in  some  way — its  opened  something  deeper  but  Im  still  too 
much  in  it — but  yet,  out  of  it  /  do  kneel  down  and  stretch 
out  to  everyone  and  everything  I  can  reach  to  out  of  the  love 
of  my  heart  I  belong  to  and  must  cling  close  to  and  still  hide 
in  at  times  out  of  what  feels  a  dim  shrinking  blind  part  Im 
joined  to — do  you  see  my  dear  ones  I  can  only  stretch  out 
to  you  through  my  love — and  do  you  see  my  dear  ones 
though  theres  a  feeling  which  is  like  a  consciousness  youre 
round  and  listening  its  to  my  love  Im  speaking  and  if  at  any 
time  it  feels  that  what  comes  from  me  is  unfitting  for  you 
then  take  your  minds  away  from  listening  to  it  and  leave  it, 
because  everything  it  comes  into  me  to  tell  that  Ive  power  to 
tell,  everything,  I  shall  tell,  and  in  the  way  it  comes  into  me 

to  tell  it,  and  to  my  love 

First,  you  know  my  heart  how  I  said  its  not  dangerous  but 
safe  to  touch  people  its  in  me  to  touch,  instantly  the  way  I 
feel  it  in  me  to  touch  them,  but  its  more  than  that — the 
reality  of  danger  for  me  has  never  been  in  touching  people 
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but  in  holding  back  if  it  was  in  me  to  touch  them,  there  have 
been  times  when  it  hasnt  seemed  so  but  now  do  you  see  my 
heart  watching  back  it  feels  that  behind  what  seemed  and 
distracted  my  mind  its  always  been  so — and  theres  a  thing 
sweetheart,  feel  all  the  while  Im  telling  you  things,  however 
much  it  seems  its  only  about  myself  Im  telling  you,  its  not, 
to  the  extent  Im  telling  truly  what  I  tell  you  to  that  extent 
in  some  degree  Im  telling  of  everyone — and  my  dear  heart 
dont  instantly  feel  either  thats  a  platitude  or  its  a  lie  or  that 
its  false  modesty  from  a  wish  to  shirk  responsibility — its 
true  Im  myself  and  no  one  else  is  me  just  as  its  true  a  pea  is 
itself  and  not  another  one,  but  I  mean  what  may  seem  a 
difference  of  kind,  or  what  it  may  seem  I  feel  a  difference  of 
kind  isnt  that,  its  only  a  difference  of  sight  and  conscious- 
ness— or  if  it  isnt  then  its  true  Im  mad — but  do  you  see 
sweetheart,  Im  not  mad — but  now  anyway  about  this,  if  the 
first  instant  when  I  came  against  this  person  Id  put  out  my 
hands  and  touched  him  the  exact  way  it  was  in  me  to  touch 
him,  if  Id  been  able  to  keep  a  consciousness  of  what  I  did 
that  out  of  stronger  than  a  consciousness  of  fixed  accepted 
conceptions  and  interpretations  which  would  have  pulled 
one  part  of  him  to  draw  back,  then  false  things  that  came 
between  that  time  and  when  I  did  follow  this  way  more, 
wouldnt  have  come,  holding  back  then  sowed  things  that 
arent  wholly  pulled  up  yet— it  may  be  some  day  111  tell  you 
about  them,  but  not  now,  they  stretched  far  beyond  the  par- 
ticular people  into  things  that  are  still  spreading — but  any- 
way one  night  I  suddenly  pushed  everything  back  that  held 
me  back  and  I  let  things  come  direct  out  as  I  felt  them,  it 
was  easier  because  other  people  werent  there,  and  then  at 
the  end  a  thing  came  which  I  think  now  linked  with  things 
that  came  later  in  a  way  I  didnt  see  then,  suddenly  when  I 
was  going  this  person  said — Dont  go  but  sleep  here,  in  one 
part  I  didnt  want  to  because  I  was  tired  and  didnt  know 
where  things  were  and  so  on  but  in  another  part  something 
in  me  stretched  out  to  the  feelings  in  him  hed  said  it  out  of 
— it  felt  it  came  out  of  a  feeling  that  it  was  lonely  to  go  back 
and  that  to  stay  would  be  warm  and  peaceful  for  me  and  it 
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felt  that  came  out  of  feelings  of  tenderness  and  pity  that  are 
nearly  the  strongest  things  in  him — not  a  looking  down  pity 
but  a  sharing  pity  which  is  distinct  from  the  other,  but  be- 
fore I  answered,  what  seemed  a  bothered  outside  feeling 
came  in  him  and  he  suddenly  said  that  yet  it  might  be  better 
not,  that  it  might  not  be  understood  by  people — I  went  and 
it  seemed  it  went  out  of  my  head  but  I  think  now  behind 
my  mind  things  happened  in  me  which  linked  with  what 
came  later  which  comes  in  letters  111  shew  you  because  I 
cant  tell  it  all  over  again  do  you  see  my  heart — it  seems  now 
it  links  wider  out  even  than  I  saw  then — something  that 
stretched  out  of  my  deepest  part  to  flood  through  and  gather 
in  my  whole  was  pushed  back  through  a  fixed  outside  thing, 
but  at  the  time  it  seemed  a  wish  to  sleep  with  this  person 
was  sudden  and  came  from  nothing  but  in  me,  mostly  the 
things  to  do  with  that  at  the  time  this  person  didnt  under- 
stand, not  clearly,  at  the  time  things  were  happening  to  him 
which  made  it  more  difficult  for  him  to  understand,  do  you 
see  for  the  first  time  hed  suddenly  begun  to  love  a  person 
with  what  seemed  the  whole  of  him,  in  actualness  what  made 
it  seem  a  so  much  stronger  love  than  any  other  had  ever 
been  was  because  hed  never  before  been  pulled  to  anyone 
whom  hed  loved  through  his  sex  part  other  than  in  a  very 
dim  way  and  he  was  pulled  to  this  person  through  his  sex 
part  in  a  very  violent  way  and  so  that  muddled  him  to  an 
extent  with  things  to  do  with  me,  partly  because  in  the  first 
glowing  of  it  all  love  it  seemed  was  more  than  any  other 
thing  the  lovely  feeling  that  comes  in  your  body  through 
your  sex  part  being  pulled  strongly  by  another  sex  part — 
when  he  came  he  seemed  tangled  and  muddled  and  that 
tangled  and  muddled  things  which  had  been  clear  in  me,  then 
I  asked  him  what  it  was  that  he  felt  most  to  do  with  things 
that  had  come  from  me  that  he  could  tell  me,  and  then  some- 
thing happened  in  him  which  Id  watched  before,  mostly 
hes  like  water  with  things  reflected  in  it — I  mean  its  mostly 
easier  to  be  conscious  of  what  he  is  as  what  he  reflects  than 
of  what  he  is  which  reflects  it — but  there  are  times  which 
move  something  in  me  in  a  very  quick  and  vivid  way  when 
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its  as  if  in  one  sudden  instant  everything  is  drawn  in  into 
him,  and  that  out  of  this,  in  that  instant  theres  an  extreme 
gathered  intentness  of  listening  and  watching  from  behind 
in  him,  and  it  feels  in  those  times,  which  dont  come  often, 
he  pierces  deeper  into  himself  than  at  other  times— that 
happened  when  I  asked  that  and  then  he  said — Till  then  I 
wasnt  conscious  that  you  had  a  body— do  you  see  sweet- 
heart, on  the  outside,  if  you  cant  feel  behind  at  all  what  it 
came  from  it  makes  a  worse  mass  of  contradictions  and  con- 
fusion and  ridiculousness  than  there  was  before,  now  it  feels 
it  lit  up  in  an  exacter  way  than  any  longer  explaining  would 
have  what  it  came  from — do  you  see  my  darling  heart  masses 
spread  from  it  in  me,  but  even  if  there  was  time  I  couldnt  tell 
you  that  now,  not  clearly  through  words,  the  nearest  way  I 
can  tell  what  isnt  in  me  in  the  sharp  way  I  tell  it — its  much 
dimmer  and  much  clearer  in  me — is  that  in  that  night  thered 
been  a  consciousness  of  the  whole  of  what  I  am  in  him  with 
nothing  separated,  that  after  those  letters,  through  a  con- 
fusion Ive  said  something  of,  my  body  part  seemed  suddenly 
separated  and  so  it  appeared  that  before  he  hadnt  been  con- 
scious of  it — then  that  went  and  he  said  that  the  person  he 
loved  had  been  violently  angered  by  the  idea  of  his  sleeping 
with  any  other  person — it  was  that  person  I  wanted  to  see 
in  the  way  Ive  told  you  when  it  came  I  should  if  it  was  meant, 
when  I  suddenly  saw  him  on  the  bus,  it  was  after  this  person 
had  said  that— and  in  actualness  it  was  for  other  things  even 
more,  but  I  cant  tell  those  now,  if  I  began  to  tell  them  from 
behind  do  you  see  sweetheart  they  would  take  hours  and 
hours  to  tell — when  he  came  I  asked  him  didnt  he  under- 
stand what  the  feeling  which  presented  itself  as  a  wish  to 
sleep  with  Cett  came  from  in  me — first,  everything  he  said 
it  seemed  came  from  a  fixed  intention  in  him  to  twist  every- 
thing that  came  from  me  into  a  ridiculousness  of  some  kind, 
everything  got  muddled  in  me  again,  if  particular  kinds  of 
feelings  are  going  on  in  me  its  quite  simple  to  confuse  my 
mind  but  do  you  see  sweetheart  theres  something  that  per- 
sists anyway  and  it  did  then-^and  then  suddenly  in  the 
middle  I  knew  that  behind  the  particular  things  it  seemed 
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were  the  things  being  struggled  about  between  us  there  was 
a  single  thing  that  everything  that  came  came  from  however 
they  were  different  on  the  outside — that  didnt  stay  in  me,  I 
got  muddled  over  and  over  again  with  the  different  things 
that  came — it  went  on  and  on,  and  then  there  came  a  feeling 
that  was  like  complete  exhaustion  and  then  I  stretched  out 
my  hands  and  then  suddenly  everything  went  down  in  him 
and  suddenly  he  said — I  understand — I  understand  every- 
thing— you  see  sweetheart  I  dont  think  Ive  ever  loved  any- 
thing from  deeper  in  me  than  I  loved  things  in  that  person 
in  that  instant — then  he  said — When  we  come  back  111  send 
Cett  to  you,  and  I  said — Come  too  with  him,  and  he  said — 
No,  111  send  Cett  alone — and  do  you  see  sweetheart  on  the 
outside  everything  has  been  spoiled  since  and  while  Im 
telling  it  theres  a  feeling  thats  like  crying  in  me — do  you  see 
to  think  that  he  could  have  shared  things  out  of  that  beauti- 
ful feeling  in  him  and  that  yet  he  drew  back — and  yet  it  feels 
its  that  thing  I  shall  find  in  him  again  in  some  way  and  some 
time,  not  any  of  the  others— at  least  behind  the  others — after 
that  a  great  many  things  came  and  then  do  you  see  sweet- 
heart that  sudden  feeling  of  being  free  to  die  came,  it  sud- 
denly felt  if  I  could  go  every  day  and  be  near  them  and  by 
them  all  the  time  and  love  them  more  and  more  all  the  while 
I  got  nearer  separating  away  from  my  body  it  would  be  a  true 
and  fitting  thing — do  you  see  sweetheart  I  cant  go  back  into 
the  deepest  parts  of  what  came  in  me  then,  its  too  much  and 
Im  in  a  different  place — its  more  the  things  that  came 
through  it  and  round  it  111  tell  you — and  Im  suddenly  con- 
scious Im  telling  it  out  of  a  longing  in  me  do  you  see  my  dear 
darling  heart  for  you  to  stretch  out  your  arms  and  gather 
everything  in  me  inside  you  and  hide  me — first  I  wrote 
about  what  had  come  into  me,  then  I  collected  all  the  things 
to  be  burned  and  I  put  the  others  in  a  bag  to  take  and  I 
cleared  away  the  food  so  that  everything  was  bare  and  ready 
to  begin,  then  next  day,  early  in  the  morning  dreadful  feel- 
ings came  in  me,  and  they  went  on,  it  seemed  they  were  to 
do  with  these  people  and  with  me  and  that  things  were  hap- 
pening— then   dim  feelings  came  that  are  always  coming 
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over  and  over  in  everything — that  they  werent  only  two 
particular  separate  people  I  knew  and  loved,  that  first  of  all 
they  were  symbols,  and  I  too — then  that  went  and  I  sud- 
denly thought  Id  take  the  things  in  the  bag  and  leave  them 
that  night  outside  their  door  but  not  go  in,  and  fixing  in  my 
mind  I  wouldnt  go  in  made  a  difference  because  every  night 
Id  gone  before  then,  an  hour  before  the  time  Id  fixed  to 
start  I  began  to  be  sick,  I  tried  every  way  of  stopping  it  but 
it  always  went  on  till  a  few  minutes  before  getting  there, 
sometimes  I  met  people  on  the  road  who  took  me  into  their 
houses,  sometimes  I  found  places  I  could  go  in  and  so  on 
but  it  was  horrible  and  each  time  everything  in  my  body 
part  was  exhausted  before  I  got  there,  but  this  time  when  I 
got  there  everything  was  fresh  and  gay  in  me,  and  still  more 
because  a  minute  before  I  got  to  a  mews  that  comes  before 
the  studio  I  suddenly  knew  I  was  going  in — and  then  do 
you  see  sweetheart  something  came  that  its  difficult  to  de- 
scribe exactly,  it  suddenly  seemed  something  was  pulled 
away  that  had  been  put  in  front  of  me  to  hide  something — 
the  feeling  grew  and  it  suddenly  felt  soft  and  tender  things 
behind  had  tricked  me  all  the  way  up  till  there  so  that  I 
could  go  fresh,  later  I  understood  it  better  but  when  I  saw 
it  as  it  seemed  then  quite  clear  that  made  a  particular  rush 
of  laughing  dancing  feelings  come  inside  me — it  suddenly 
felt  things  I  felt  but  couldnt  see  had  been  playing  with  some- 
thing in  me  out  of  a  particular  tenderness  in  them  and  I 
laughed  and  called  out  to  them  and  then  I  ran  till  I  got  to 
the  door,  and  it  was  wide  open  and  there  was  a  great  deal 
of  light  inside  and  everything  rushed  up  inside  me  and  I 
suddenly  called  out  Cett — and  it  suddenly  felt  all  the  joy 
inside  me  was  pouring  into  calling  Cett  and  then  I  ran  through 
the  door — and  then,  there  they  stood— and  then  a  feeling 
came  that  I  cant  describe  clearly,  it  was  a  sudden  feeling  I 
couldnt  move  or  speak  or  think,  it  was  like  a  numbness  all 
through  my  body — it  seemed  by  the  nearest  way  to  say  what 
didnt  come  in  words  then  that  I  was  looking  at  something  I 
knew  and  loved  and  yet  what  I  knew  and  loved  it  through 
was  gone — the  first  look  on  their  faces  was  like  the  look  on 
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people's  faces  when  theyve  been  suddenly  violently  startled 
or  stopped  in  something,  they  were  quite  white,  then  that 
went  and  they  began  walking  about  and  doing  things  in 
different  directions,  Surd  had  his  back  to  me,  but  Cett  began, 
talking,  they  were  dressed  in  fantastic  things  and  Cett  began 
talking  about  them,  and  how  they  were  made  wrong  but  in 
an  odd  voice  not  like  his  voice — and  then  I  suddenly  said — 
Cett  whats  the  matter  ? — and  then  he  said  in  this  light  voice 
that  sounded  as  if  he  was  laughing  and  felt  as  if  he  was 
screaming  that  if  they  didnt  make  haste  they  should  be  late 
— then  I  said — Then  shall  I  come  to-morrow  ? — and  first 
Cett  didnt  say  anything  and  then  he  looked  round  at  Surd 
and  he  said — Are  we  at  home  to-morrow  night  ? — and  then 
I  knew  he  knew  and  that  it  was  something  else  he  was  asking 
— and  then  Surd  moved  his  head  so  that  I  could  see  it — and 
it  was  hideous — and  then  he  said — I  dont  know — but  I  knew 
he  knew,  it  wasnt  an  ordinary  voice,  it  was  like  a  threat — 
and  do  you  see  sweetheart  I  suddenly  cant  go  on,  not  be- 
cause of  the  feelings  it  brings  in  me,  but  because  somehow 
it  feels  what  came  then  doesnt  matter,  also  its  not  clear  now, 
it  was  like  a  dream,  the  next  thing  thats  clear  is  I  suddenly 
knew  Surd  was  going  away  and  leaving  me  alone  with  Cett 
— and  then  something  leaped  up  in  me,  I  ran,  and  I  pulled 
Surd  back,  then  I  pulled  Cett  on  the  other  side,  they  were 
tight  against  me  and  my  face  was  against  them — and  then 
suddenly  it  felt  something  inside  me  was  let  loose,  I  sud- 
denly sobbed  and  it  went  on  and  on  and  on,  I  cant  tell  you 
clearly  what  it  came  from,  it  may  be  I  understood  better 
then,  it  may  be  I  dont  want  to  understand  the  deepest  thing 
I  can  pierce  back  into  it  came  from,  not  now,  while  Im  telling 
you,  now  while  Im  telling  you  Im  only  clearly  conscious  of 
what  can  be  called  childish  feelings  that  were  in  me  then — 
that  instead  of  something  hideous  and  terrifying  they  were 
suddenly  mine  again — that  they  were  suddenly  what  I  could 
feel  and  love  and  warm  and  kiss  and  kiss  and  kiss,  every- 
thing terrifying  was  gone  and  it  seemed  Cett's  hand  was 
dearer  than  anything  Id  ever  held,  it  played  in  mine,  it  was 
like  a  little  lovely  child,  then  Surd  began  to  talk,  then  it  felt 
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things  were  struggling  in  him,  it  felt  he  was  struggling  not 
to  understand — yet  all  the  while  then  it  seemed  I  loved  him, 
more  and  more — then  it  seemed  it  was  over  and  everything 
was  ordinary  and  it  was  fixed  I  came  again,  then  I  went  back 
and  I  wrote  a  letter — that  sobbing  came  from  something  Ive 
in  me  still  do  you  see  my  darling  heart,  its  root  is  blind  terror, 
and  Ive  no  control  over  it,  not  myself  alone,  I  can  only  hold 
it  if  I  can  touch  something  I  love,  and  it  will  always  be  like 
that,  however  long  I  live — the  only  thing  it  feels  in  some 
what  can  be  called  mystical  part  in  me  is  that  a  conscious- 
ness of  my  touching  parts  may  stretch — I  mean,  that  when 
Ive  given  all  that  I  can  give  through  my  outside  hands  that 
the  need  to  give  more  will  push  out  my  consciousness — but 
Ive  not  given  all  I  can  give  through  my  outside  parts  yet — 
but  do  you  see  sweetheart  it  feels  now  that  when  I  wrote  to 
Surd  after  this  I  didnt  write  enough  out  of  a  consciousness 
of  this  complete  helplessness  that  came  in  me — it  feels  now 
that  it  was  that  that  moved  something  in  him,  in  some  part 
of  him  he  understood  it  it  may  be  deeper  than  Cett,  what 
came  out  of  it  came  direct,  utterly,  there  was  nothing  be- 
tween, no  more  than  between  a  child's  terror  and  its  cry  for 
help,  but  when  I  wrote  to  him,  it  wasnt  out  of  that  blind 
childish  part  I  wrote,  and  it  may  be  that  more  than  I  should 
I  forgot  that  while  I  wrote,  and  so  it  may  be  that  its  true  that 
not  consciously  I  did  write  out  of  a  place  that  wasnt  mine 
as  much  as  it  seemed  it  was  while  I  wrote — I  mean  it  may  be 
that  what  enraged  him — 111  explain  presently,  he  was  en- 
raged— was  a  feeling  he  couldnt  clearly  define  or  get  hold  of 
with  his  mind  that  something  hed  stretched  out  to  help  and 
forgive  as  hed  have  stretched  out  to  help  and  forgive  a  terri- 
fied child  was  suddenly  what  seemed  looking  down  on  him 
and  judging  and  warning  him  like  a  sort  of  seer  or  prophet 
or  something  of  that  kind — anyway  next  day  I  went  and 
when  I  came  there  were  other  people  there  but  Cett  was 
cooking  and  I  went  and  watched  while  he  cooked,  but  be- 
fore I  went  in  I  looked  at  Surd — and  do  you  see  sweetheart 
there  was  a  look  on  his  face  which  Ive  only  seen  on  a  few 
people's  faces  but  Ive  seen  it  or  Ive  imagined  it  in  some  wild 
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animals  Ive  seen  when  theyve  been  chased  to  complete 
exhaustion  and  when  they  turn  and  look  at  the  things  that 
are  coming  to  kill  them,  its  a  quite  fearless  and  yet  a  beaten 
look,  its  not  a  loving  look  but  theres  something  thats  like 
mildness  in  it,  whenever  Ive  seen  it  or  imagined  it  its  twisted 
something  in  me — and  do  you  see  sweetheart  before  I  went 
in  to  Cett,  Surd  looked  at  me  with  that  look — then  I  went 
in  to  Cett,  he  was  cooking  but  he  began  talking  at  once  as  if 
Id  been  there  all  the  while — and  do  you  see  sweetheart  while 
I  listened  I  suddenly  felt  what  that  look  on  Surd  had  come 
from — do  you  see  although  Surd  wasnt  there  and  listening 
and  knowing  with  his  mind  what  was  coming  from  Cett,  it 
felt  that  in  an  instinct  part  he  knew  what  would  come  from 
him  when  I  went  in  and  that  it  was  from  that  that  look  came 
on  him — do  you  see  its  not  a  figurative  way  of  saying  things 
to  say  that  things  that  Cett  can  see  in  people  he  loves  and 
say  of  them  Surd  would  die  sooner  than  say  of  them — what 
to  Surd  would  be  treachery  and  betrayal  of  his  love,  to  Cett 
is  just  being  sensible,  or  friendly,  or  interesting,  or  some- 
thing of  that  sort — and  do  you  see  sweetheart  there  are  times 
when  I  feel  inside  both — while  I  was  listening  to  Cett  over 
and  over  a  sort  of  aching  feeling  came  in  me — it  felt  over  and 
over  as  if  something  inside  me  was  kneeling  down  by  Surd 
and  putting  my  arms  round  him  and  asking  him  to  forgive 
me,  it  wasnt  a  feeling  of  treachery,  it  wasnt  that  it  felt  it  was 
treachery  for  me  to  be  listening  to  the  things  or  even  for  Cett 
to  be  telling  them,  it  was  something  different — its  in  me 
now  while  Im  telling  the  things  again  do  you  see  sweetheart 
but  its  not  a  feeling  of  guilt  for  treachery  now  either — first 
Cett  asked  had  I  got  Surd's  letter,  I  said  no,  then  I  asked 
what  was  in  it  and  he  said  he  didnt  know,  that  Surd  had 
asked  him  to  read  it  but  that  he  hadnt,  then  I  asked  him  how 
the  things  that  had  come  that  night  could  have  come,  then 
he  said  that  that  morning,  in  a  moment  of  anguish  hed 
promised  Surd  things  which  were  to  do  with  me — and  then 
you  know  sweetheart  when  he  said  that  something  suddenly 
leaped  up  in  me  and  laughed,  it  wasnt  a  mocking  laugh,  it 
was  quite  soft,  but  by  that  I  knew  it  wasnt  true,  I  mean  about 
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the  moment  of  anguish — I  dont  mean  he  didnt  believe  it 
was  true  when  he  said  it,  but  just  it  wasnt  true — its  to  do 
with  things  in  Cett's  nature  111  tell  you  more  of  presently — 
then  he  began  to  describe  the  day  of  the  evening  Id  come, 
and  then  he  began  to  describe  that  day,  then  he  said  there 
were  times,  mostly  on  days  my  letters  came,  when  Surd 
behaved  as  mad  people  behave,  that  hed  behaved  like  that 
that  day,  and  the  day  of  the  evening  I  came — then  it  sud- 
denly felt  I  couldnt  stay  that  night — then  something  came 
in  me  and  I  asked  Cett  to  tell  me  quickly  what  was  a  single 
thing  behind  all  the  others  that  brought  the  particular  violent 
feelings  that  came  in  Surd  through  me,  then  that  same 
gathering  in  look  came  in  him — and  then  he  said  that  there 
was  something  in  him— in  Cett— that  Surd  dreaded  that 
things  in  me  would  kill,  or  so  weaken  that  it  would  be  like 
killing  it — then  I  went  out  and  then  Surd  came  to  the  door 
— it  feels  now  Im  watching  back  I  wasnt  clearly  conscious 
of  Surd  as  Surd  then,  something  came  that  I  dont  under- 
stand clearly  but  its  a  thing  that  often  comes — some  day  111 
try  to  explain  it  more  to  you  sweetheart — then  what  Cett 
had  said  about  the  letter  came  back  and  I  said — I  havnt  got 
your  letter  yet,  and  he  said,  No,  Ive  torn  it  up — then  some- 
thing happened  in  me,  I  dont  know  clearly  what  it  was,  the 
only  way  I  can  say  it  is  that  everything  that  had  come  from 
Cett  and  everything  I  wrote  my  letters  out  of  and  everything 
altogether  except  a  consciousness  of  something  Surd  was 
that  minute  while  he  looked  at  me  went  out  of  me,  it  sud- 
denly seemed  I  was  little  and  Surd  was  something  I  was 
afraid  of  but  that  I  wanted  terribly  to  love  and  that  I  wanted 
terribly  to  love  me — then  I  said — but  I  didnt  know  it  was 
going  to  come  or  anything  about  it — Dont  be  too  cross  with 
me,  and  Surd  said — Im  not  cross  with  you,  and  I  said — 
Arent  you  ? — and  Surd  said — No,  Im  not  cross  with  you  in 
the  least — and  do  you  see  sweetheart,  repeated  in  words  it 
gives  almost  nothing,  but  when  it  came  it  was  different — 
it  felt,  in  that  instant,  that  something  that  Surd  was  and 
something  I  was  were  in  their  right  places  against  each 
other,  that  all  the  rest  was  nothing — now  while  Im  watching 
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back  the  feeling  that  came  round  me  that  came  from  Surd 
in  that  minute  was  first  of  all  of  something  bearing  things, 
not  a  way  I  bear  things  or  Cett  bears  things,  but  in  a  different 
way,  and  it  felt,  by  the  nearest  way  to  tell  what  I  cant  tell, 
that  I  was  suddenly  standing  with  him  in  a  place  where  he 
was  big  and  I  was  little,  and  that  he  was  being  gentle  with 
me,  not  first  of  all  because  he  loved  me  but  first  of  all  be- 
cause he  was  bigger — then  everything  went  and  I  went — it 
went  out  of  Surd  too  because  later  he  went  to  Cett  and  he 
told  him  what  Id  said  and  what  hed  said  and  he  said  that  he 
didnt  know,  in  the  least,  why  hed  said  it  or  what  hed  said  it 
from — do  you  see  when  all  day  things  had  been  raging  in 
him  as  they  had  been — from  Cett  it  would  have  been  differ- 
ent, Cett  says  things  lightly,  but  not  Surd — Surd  says  things 
wrongly  but  not  lightly,  not  things  like  that.  I  think  theres 
something  in  Surd  that  stretches  wider — thats  bigger — 
than  in  either  Cett  or  me— and  even  than  in  you  sweetheart. 
Ill  explain  more  what  I  mean  later,  or  at  least  how  Ive  felt 
it.  Then  I  went  back  and  then  a  sudden  feeling  came  that 
something  was  finished  and  then  it  seemed  that  it  was  to  do 
with  Surd,  and  then  Cett  came,  then  I  told  him  what  had 
come  in  me  and  he  said  that  had  come  in  him  too — theres 
something  suddenly  pushing  me  to  stop  telling  you  about 
Cett  and  Surd  sweetheart— it  feels  I  shall  come  back  to  it— 
theres  something  pulling  me  to  watch  back  into  what  came 
when  I  stretched  out  to  give  you  what  was  in  me  first  of  all 
— and  sweetheart  if  you  could  feel  Im  holding  your  hand 
tight  and  if  you  could  bend  something  in  you  to  listen  and 
feel  and  think  and  see  with  me  with  everything  swept  out  of 
you  but  stretching  out  to  follow  the  truest  feelings  in  you 
whatever  way  they  pull  you — not  the  most  earnest,  the 
truest,  whether  theyre  mischief  feelings  or  awed  feelings  or 
whatever  they  are,  and  now  sweetheart  we'll  watch  back 
into  the  beginning  of  when  I  came  against  you  in  an  outside 
way,  and  we'll  watch  back  into  all  the  different  ways  you 
met  that — first,  all  the  ways  you  met  me  first  were  attitudes, 
mine  were  too  to  the  extent  I  was  pushed  back  and  muddled 
and  afraid,  but  do  you  see  your's  were  something  different, 
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youd  got  masses  and  masses  of  fixed  theories  and  images  of 
things,  and  you  matched  me  into  them  just  as  youve  matched 
thousands  and  thousands  of  other  people  into  them — you 
see  sweetheart  theres  a  certain  sort  of  bounding  way  you  go 
on  weaving  things  and  people  into  your  patterns — theres 
one  part  of  you  that  so  terrifically  enjoys  making  up  and 
making  up  and  fitting  them  all  in — its  just  like  Cett — Ive 
suddenly  felt  what  stopped  me  from  going  on  telling  you 
about  Cett  that  evening,  I  mean  things  that  came  from  him 
that  evening  and  ways  they  came,  Ive  suddenly  felt  its  as  if 
they  link  with  things  in  you  and  light  them  up  in  a  way  it 
feels  I  shall  see  clearer  after  Ive  watched  back  into  these 
things — only  you  see  sweetheart  a  trouble  is  that  with  you 
its  so  much  deeper  disguised  than  with  Cett — you  see  one 
attitude  is — it  often  feels  its  an  attitude  even  to  yourself — 
of  seeming  to  tell  out  everything  and  of  seeming  to  be  very 
open  and  frank  and  so  on,  and  so  you  are  about  everything 
that  doesnt  matter— but  do  you  see  sweetheart  it  feels  youve 
never  once  met  anything  in  a  continued  way  out  of  the  deepest 
thing  you  could  reach  in  you — youve  never  let  things  beat 
you  down  and  down  and  down  into  the  deepest  place  you 
could  be  beaten  down  into  and  then  waited — let  people  find 
you  there  and  see  you  there — let  them  see  the  whole  of  your 
utter  helplessness  and  stretched  up  to  them  out  of  it — you 
see  sweetheart  youve  gone  to  a  certain  depth  and  then  youve 
stopped,  and  its  the  same  in  everything,  in  all  your  plays 
and  debates  and  arguments  and  pamphlets  and  letters  to 
papers  and  everything — you  let  things  free  till  they  reach  a 
certain  place  and  then  they  must  come  back — you  know 
sweetheart  I  never  want  to  read  the  ends  of  anything  that 
comes  from  you — you  see,  they  re  dull,  theyre  not  free,  the 
details  are  different,  in  the  details  youre  free  but  the  ends 
of  everything  that  comes  from  you  arent  the  ends  of  the 
things  but  the  end  of  something  inside  you — theyre  stopping 
places  inside  you — theres  something  in  you  thats  fought  and 
fought  and  fought  not  to  let  anything  through  and  past  them 
and  do  you  see  my  dear  darling  heart  theres  something  in 
me  been  fighting  from  the  beginning  to  get  through  and 
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past  them — do  you  see  I  know  that  in  a  sense  everything  that 
comes  is  met  by  an  attitude  by  everyone  so  it  feels  its  not 
attitude  but  a  kind  of  attitude  Im  meaning — it  feels  what 
Im  meaning  by  attitude  when  I  say  you  met  me  with  attitudes 
is  something  that  was  made  up  beforehand — and  I  know  that 
too  often  is  all  right,  I  mean  that  there  are  masses  of  things 
that  its  all  right,  or  anyway  not  all  wrong,  to  meet  with 
something  thats  ready  made  and  comes  out  like  things  that 
come  out  of  machines  when  you  pull  them — but  there  are 
things  that  more  than  others  by  the  nearest  way  I  can  say  it 
to  you  its  as  if  need  you  to  lay  open  your  blindness  to,  your 
mind  blindness — that  your  mind  cant  be  lit  up  by  through 
anything  thats  been  before  that  youve  got  rules  about  or 
images  of  inside  you,  but  that  it  can  only  be  lit  up  by  most 
truly  through  a  sweeping  aside  of  everything  thats  fixed 
already  in  your  mind  and  a  piercing  behind  it — do  you  know 
sweetheart,  when  you  need  to  let  your  mind  down  into  what 
it  may  feel  in  some  part  theres  nothing  to  hold  to  of  any  kind 
— into  what  is  meant  by  chaos — do  you  see  sweetheart  if  I 
watch  back  through  your  letters — if  I  were  in  actualness 
by  you  I  would  read  them  to  you  and  say  things  of  each  one 
— its  as  if  each  one  first  of  all  is  receipts  for  different  kinds  of 
things — they  give  a  feeling  like  something  searching  and 
searching  with  terrific  speed  through  one  thing  after  another 
— they  give  a  feeling  of  one  thing  after  another  being  pulled 
out  to  see  if  now  this  will  do,  at  first  its  as  if  each  one  with  a 
particular  kind  of  eagerness  and  zest  and  rushing  on  feeling 
— at  first  they  get  longer  and  longer  and  theres  an  expanding 
kind  of  feeling  in  them,  then  theres  a  twisted  back  feeling, 
then  they  get  shorter  and  shorter,  then  other  feelings  come 
I  cant  describe  because  theres  too  much  behind  them — you 
see  its  quite  true  I  was  a  child  but  not  the  sort  of  child  youd 
invented — you  see  darling  to  an  extent  only  in  a  different 
way  its  the  same  with  the  letters  as  with  all  the  other  things 
— you  let  me  be  everything  that  it  was  in  your  mind  to  know 
about  and  be  able  to  account  for  and  fit  in,  you  let  me  be 
one  thing  after  another,  utter  and  complete  contradictions, 
and   you   treated   me   as   one    thing    after    another    until 
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something  in  me  in  the  end  pushed  you  back  from  everything 
except  utterly  and  absolutely  and  completely  nothing  but 
me — if  I  could  have  held  to  that,  utterly  and  always — but 
then  it  feels  I  should  be  what  can  be  called  a  god — now, 
suddenly  again  whats  come  over  and  over  has  come  again — 
suddenly  it  feels  that  behind  all  outside  things  first  and 
before  all  the  things  that  appear  to  have  kept  me  back  from 
you  its  things  inside  me  have  kept  me  back — that  seems  to 
contradict  all  Ive  said  and  do  you  see  sweetheart  I  must  wait 

and  stay  still  and  watch  into  it You 

see  sweetheart  what  brought  that  sudden  feeling  of  confusion 
inside  me  it  feels  is  this,  that  there  are  times  when  my  mind 
gets  pulled  away  too  much  by  surface  things  and  it  loses 
touch  to  an  extent  with  things  that  are  still  deeper  that  must 
always  stay  linked  with  them  in  some  way  or  else  theyre 
seen  falsely — you  see  sweetheart  its  true  that  its  through 
things  youve  done  and  been  and  that  youve  fixed  inside  you 
that  Ive  been  kept  back  by  from  giving  you  what  its  in  me 
to  give  you,  but  then  theres  this,  that  it  feels  its  true  that  in 
a  way  that  I  cant  reach  to  see  with  my  mind  in  the  way  that 
I  can  see  these  things,  these  things  have  come  about  more 
than  theyve  come  about  through  any  other  single  thing 
through  something  hi  me,  that  theyre  only  true  through  that 
therefore  though  its  true  that  they  need  to  be  undone,  if  I 
lose  touch  with  a  consciousness  that  their  needing  to  be 
undone  has  been  brought  about  in  hidden  ways  that  are 
mystery  to  my  mind  through  what  can  be  said  in  words  as, 
what  Ive  done,  then  everything  gets  messed  and  tangled — 
I  get  so  what  can  be  called  excited  and  engaged  in  seeing 
what  this  deepest  thing  has  branched  into  that  I  come  out  of 
a  consciousness  of  the  roots  the  branches  come  from — its 
easy  to  get  tangled  that  way,  I  mean  into  feeling  its  most  of 
all  the  things  other  people  do  and  are  that  are  in  my  way, 
because  on  the  surface  they  can  be  seen  more  clearly  than 
the  other— on  the  surface  more  than  any  other  thing  its  I 
who  am  struggling  to  break  through  things  in  you  do  you 
see  my  darling  heart,  but  its  only  on  the  surface— but  still, 
the  surface  things  must  be  undone  too — Ive  suddenly  seen 
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something  Ive  not  seen  before — it  suddenly  feels  it  was  till 
I  saw  this  I  was  held  back  from  going  on  telling  you  about 
Cett  and  Surd — it  feels  if  Id  told  these  last  things  without  a 
consciousness  of  this  behind  in  me  they  wouldnt  have  lit 
up  what  there  is  in  them  to  light  up  and  do  you  see  sweet- 
heart I  may  still  tell  things  that  arent  directly  needed  to  light 
them  up,  but  they  may  light  up  other  things — but  I  cant  be 
clear  beforehand,  everything  will  come  right  in  the  end. 
First,  when  Cett  came  that  evening  he  began  to  tell  what 
seemed  all  the  things  hed  told  before  but  quite  differently 
— you  see,  Cett  loves  telling  things,  but  theres  a  thing  you 
need  to  keep  in  you  about  the  way  he  tells  things — in  actual- 
ness  its  what  you  need  to  keep  in  you  about  the  way  everyone 
tells  everything,  only  from  things  I  cant  go  deep  into  now 
it  seems  more  while  youre  listening  to  some  people  than  to 
others — it  is  that  you  must  watch  for  the  kind  of  truth  hes 
telling  you — you  see  sweetheart  a  way  its  natural  for  Cett 
to  tell  things  is  a  way  its  natural  for  you  to  tell  things,  only 
a  difference  is  that  youve  become  more  conscious  of  it  in 
Cett's  form  and  to  an  extent  youve  fought  against  it  in  that 
form,  but  its  there  just  the  same,  its  only  gone  into  another 
form  that  its  more  difficult  to  pierce  behind  and  that  bothers 
people  in  a  deeper  way,  but  with  Cett,  mostly  he  doesnt  fight 
against  the  way  things  want  to  happen  in  him,  he  lets  them 
happen — you  see  when  Cett  tells  things,  more  than  most 
people  hes  using  the  things  to  tell  something  else,  and  if 
you  can  see  from  behind  and  see  what  the  other  thing  hes 
doing  or  telling  is  youll  see  things  about  it  in  a  way  you 
wouldnt  be  able  to  if  he  were  trying  to  tell  it  you  directly — 
you  see  if  giving  an  exact  account  of  the  thing  Cett  appears 
to  be  telling  doesnt  interfere  with  what  hes  really  doing, 
then  he  tells  it  in  that  way  and  with  more  exactness  and 
vividness  than  most  people  tell  things,  but  if  youve  net  got 
any  clue  to  what  hes  really  doing  it  seems  all  chance  whether 
hes  saying  whats  true  or  not — a  trouble  is  he  doesnt  under- 
stand clearly  enough  what  hes  doing  or  what  hes  doing  it 
from  himself,  why  some  things  which  are  what  is  called 
telling  the  truth  that  seem  to  matter  so  much  to  other  people 
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dont  matter  at  all  to  him,  or  hardly  at  all — its  suddenly  come 
in  me  that  while  Im  telling  you  about  Cett  you  may  think 
youre  understanding  him  out  of  the  same  things  in  you  that 
you  invented  the  person  you  called  Louis  Dubedat  out  of 
but  my  dear  heart  if  you  do  think  that  youll  understand 
nothing  that  matters  in  him  at  all,  I  may  tell  you  later  what 
I  mean  about  that,  but  Im  not  sure  because  very  violent 
feelings  come  in  me  at  times  to  do  with  the  people  in  your 
plays  if  my  mind  is  fixing  itself  directly  on  them  as  people 
instead  of  only  as  forms  lighting  up  struggling  things  in  you, 
which  wouldnt  matter  if  I  were  in  actualness  holding  you 
in  an  outside  way  while  they  were  coming  but  they  make 
the  feeling  that  I  am  doing  that  dimmer  when  Im  not  in 
actualness  doing  it,  and  do  you  see  sweetheart  all  the  while 
Im  telling  you  things  a  feeling  that  anything  that  pulls  me 
away  from  that  has  got  to  be  left  till  it  doesnt  is  growing 
stronger — you  see  sweetheart  a  way  it  can  be  said  in  is  that 
there  are  some  parts  of  me  that  have  grown  on  separately, 
like  your's,  theyve  been  impatient  and  tried  to  go  on  alone, 
theyre  like  a  child  thats  run  away  from  home,  first  it  feels 
very  bold  and  brave  and  proud,  then  something  happens 
and  a  crying  feeling  comes  inside,  then  in  the  end  it  creeps 
back,  but  when  its  home  it  feels  much  foolisher  and  weaker 
than  the  other  ones  whod  stayed  at  home  that  it  felt  superior 
to  before,  and  you  see  sweet  thats  the  way  I  often  feel,  a 
little,  now  while  Im  telling  you  the  things  and  keeping  to 
what  Ive  said — if  you  think  Im  often  not  conscious  of  a  par- 
ticular kind  of  what  can  be  called  foolishness  and  weakness 
of  ways  and  manners  that  mislead  people  to  an  extent  about 
what  I  am,  its  a  mistake,  I  am  conscious  of  it,  but  it  feels  its 
got  to  be  worked  through — if  the  image  about  the  child  is 
gone  on  with,  I  feel  foolisher  and  weaker  than  a  great  many 
people  whove  what  can  be  called  stayed  at  home,  who  dont 
understand  as  much  as  I  understand,  but  whove  grown  all- 
together,  in  a  protected  way  thats  natural — and  you  see 
sweetheart  Ive  felt  just  the  same  about  you — not  that  your 
manner  is  foolish  and  childish,  it  isnt,  its  the  opposite,  but 
thats  all  the  worse  because  it  misleads  more  because  do  you 
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see  sweetheart  if  youll  understand  what  I  mean  when  I  say 
it,  if  one  is  seeing  from  behind,  over  and  over  you  are  foolish 
and  childish,  more  even  than  I  am,  always  when  you  talk 
about  religion,  or  Christ,  or  God,  and  always  when  you  talk 
about  love — I  may  be  able  to  explain  more  what  I  mean  as 
I  go  on,  it  may  come  through  other  things  but  now  111  go 
back  to  Cett  and  Surd,  111  go  back  to  where  Cett  came  that 
night,  first  he  said  that  the  day  I  came  which  was  the  day 
when  the  letter  had  come  when  Id  said  how  it  had  come  that 
it  seemed  I  could  die  through  them,  all  the  morning  things 
had  come  from  Surd,  a  particular  kind  of  raging,  and  then 
hed  suddenly  said  he  would  burn  Cett's  letters — the  ones 
that  had  come  from  me — I  suddenly  feel  I  cant  tell  things 
the  way  Cett  told  them  to  me — its  not  first  of  all  Cett's 
nature  and  character  Im  telling  about  now,  its  something 
else,  and  if  I  tell  things  the  exact  way  Cett  told  them  to  me, 
all  the  while  I  should  need  to  be  guiding  where  Cett  was 
not  telling  about  the  things  themselves  first  of  all  but  doing 
something  else  and  do  you  see  sweetheart  it  would  pull  me 
away  from  the  thing  thats  come  in  me,  later  I  may  tell  the 
exact  way  Cett  told  me  the  things,  to  light  up  something  in 
him,  but  now  111  tell  what  he  told  which  it  felt  was  more  than 
less  as  it  came — Cett  didnt  want  it  to  go  on,  he  was  not  en- 
raged with  Surd  but  an  instinct  part  in  him  felt  that  Surd 
would  stop  if  he  believed  he  was,  so  he  appeared  so,  he 
appeared  more  violent  than  Surd,  and  Surd  did  grow  quiet 
— inside  me  it  felt,  it  wasnt  first  of  all  a  feeling  of  being 
mastered  that  made  him  stiller  but  first  of  all  a  feeling  of 
concern  about  Cett — Cett  does  in  reality  get  excited  at  times 
in  ways  that  Surd  believes  are  bad  for  him,  but  Cett  didnt 
feel  that  part,  he  only  felt  Surd's  sudden  meekness  and 
humbleness  and  that  it  twisted  something  in  him — do  you 
know  a  particular  look  that  comes  often  in  dogs'  eyes,  its  a 
mournful  and  yet  passionate  look,  all  the  while  Cett  was 
speaking  it  seemed  I  was  looking  at  Surd  with  that  look  on 
him — then  Cett  said  that  then  Surd  came  to  him  and  he 
said  that  everything  to  do  with  me  brought  misery  between 
them,  every  time  I  came,  all  my  letters,  everything,  that  if  it 
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werent  for  me  it  could  be  such  happiness  between  them, 
that  whenever  I  was  not  there,  either  in  my  body  part  or 
some  other  part,  it  was  happiness,  that  I  was  some  devil  be- 
tween them,  that  if  I  died  the  way  I  wanted  to  it  would  be 
worse — then  he  said  that  by  some  way  I  must  be  separated 
from  them  and  then  he  suddenly  said — Lets  do  it  together 
Cett — and  do  you  see  sweetheart  when  Cett  said  that  a  feel- 
ing came  in  me  I  didnt  understand  clearly  when  it  came,  it 
seemed  a  sudden  feeling  of  extreme  aching  in  me  for  Surd, 
but  there  wasnt  any  feeling  for  myself— you  see,  if  there  had 
been  some  feeling  of  fear  or  misery  or  passionateness  of  any 
kind  for  myself  as  well  which  there  always  had  been  before 
when  it  felt  Surd  wanted  to  separate  Cett  and  me,  I  should 
have  understood  it — then  it  went,  at  least  in  that  intense  way 
it  had  been  in  me,  then  Cett  told  about  the  day  of  the  night 
I  came  when  there  were  people  which  was  a  day  when  another 
letter  had  come  from  me,  Cett  said  the  whole  of  the  day 
when  things  werent  raging  in  him  in  the  same  way  they  had 
been  before  that  he  was  lying  on  the  bed  staring  at  the  ceil- 
ing— I  suddenly  feel  there  were  too  many  things  that  came 
through  Cett  then  while  he  was  telling  that  day  that  I  cant 
disentangle  now  from  things  that  in  actualness  did  happen 
— Ill  try  to  tell  you  what  was  the  thing  that  suddenly  came 
in  me  when  I  told  you  Id  seen  something  I  hadnt  seen  be- 
fore, its  this,  I  feel  theres  a  what  can  be  called  place  where 
the  deepest  reality  I  can  feel  in  Cett  and  the  deepest  reality 
I  can  feel  in  me  belong,  I  dont  know  what  we  are  in  it  or  what 
we  are  doing  in  it  or  what  we  can  do  in  it  or  if  we're  doing  any- 
thing that  matters  now,  but  it  feels  something  we  are  which  is 
independent  of  bodies  as  we  know  them  and  everything  to 
do  with  them,  is  there,  and  it  feels  that  there,  what  I  am  and 
what  Cett  is  are  familiar  and  intimate  always  and  naturalh/ 
in  a  way  which  has  only  been  felt  quite  clearly  in  moments 
in  what  can  be  called  this  life  though  its  going  on  all  the 
while,  but  then  theres  this,  that  it  feels  that  its  somewhere 
or  something  the  deepest  reality  I  can  feel  in  Surd  doesnt 
belong  to  and  cant  ever  come  to — I  dont  know  clearly  what 
I   mean  by   cant   ever   come   to    because    Im    unable    to 
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understand  with  my  mind  how  anything  can  never  be,  but  Im 
equally  unable  to  understand  how  some  things  can  ever  be 
— and  I  think  now  that  in  some  part  Surd  has  known  this 
from  the  beginning  and  that  its  been  a  thing  thats  tormented 
him  from  the  beginning — since  Ive  translated  whatever  the 
reality  is  into  a  form  I  can  think  of  it  by  with  my  mind  Ive 
seen  masses  and  masses  of  things  linked  by  it,  things  Ive  felt 
and  seen,  either  directly  or  through  things  that  have  come  from 
Cett — its  that  that  made  the  particular  frenzied  feeling  come 
in  him  whenever  I  wrote  or  talked  in  a  particular  way  to 
Cett — he  felt  things  to  do  with  it  in  some  part  of  him  more 
strongly  and  deeply  into  him  than  we  felt  in  any  part  of  us — 
do  you  see  sweetheart  that  links  with  what  I  said  about  Surd 
before,  that  it  felt  he  had  a  stronger  hold  on  things  in  some 
place  than  I  had  or  than  Cett  had  or  even  than  you  had,  but 
when  I  thought  about  that,  things  came  that  confused  me 
and  seemed  direct  contradiction  to  other  things  that  had 
come  in  me,  because  the  more  something  in  me  pierced  into 
it  the  more  it  felt  as  nearly  as  I  can  say  it  that  the  deeper  you 
pushed  down  into  Surd  the  surer  and  firmer  he  gripped 
you  if  he  could  grip  you  at  all,  but  that  with  Cett  the  opposite 
was  true — I  mean  that  in  proportion  it  felt  that  Cett's  grip 
slackened  the  nearer  you  got  to  his  deepest  part — you  see 
the  tangle  that  comes  through  all  the  things  that  have  come 
in  me  being  true  and  yet  seeming  to  contradict  themselves 
is  hard  to  disentangle  on  the  outside  and  it  would  take  too 
long  to  disentangle  them  all  now,  theres  a  great  deal  to  do 
with  the  different  disposings  of  energy  in  them,  Cett  is 
pulled  harder  by  a  much  wider  what  can  be  called  surface 
of  sympathy  than  Surd  and  so  he  hasnt  had  time  to  work 
from  inside  as  much  as  Surd  so  except  in  those  moments  I 
told  you  of  the  deeper  you  get  inside  Cett  the  more  casual 
and  light  his  hold  is — consciously  anyway — Surd's  surface 
sympathies  are  strong  but  they  arent  wide,  at  least  not  as 
wide  as  Cett's — everything  that  Surd  is  at  all  is  strong  in  a 
way — I  mean  that  every  way  that  Surd  is  alive  in  at  all  hes 
alive  in  so  vehemently  and  starkly  however  many  muddled 
ideas  he  may  have  about  it  that  its  not  possible  to  ignore  it 
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or  cover  it  or  whatever  way  you  choose  to  say  what  means 
lose  awareness  of  it — and  so  do  you  see  the  thing  that  it  feels 
tears  Surd  as  much  as  it  does  and  that  he  doesnt  understand 
and  that  I  didnt  understand  clearly  either — I  see  now  it 
confused  me  whenever  I  tried  to  think  of  it— you  see  in  one 
part,  all  Surd's  feelings  and  even  conscious  what  can  be  called 
principles  push  him  to  push  Cett  deeper  and  deeper  into 
what  can  be  called  his  individuality,  but  then  this  comes, 
that  the  deeper  hes  pushed  into  that,  the  farther  hes  pushed 
away  from  Surd,  and  so  theres  this  thing  for  Surd  to  look 
at,  the  more  he  keeps  Cett  on  his  surface,  the  more  in  a  sense 
he  keeps  him,  and  the  deeper  he  lets  him  go,  the  more  in  a 
sense  he  loses  him — you  see  for  a  person  like  Surd  is  thats 
terrible — you  see  its  not  only  he  loves  Cett  as  a  separate 
person  the  way  hed  love  his  child,  and  also  in  other  ways, 
but  also  Cett  is  a  symbol  to  him  of  more  things  than  hes 
conscious  of  just  as  he  is  to  other  people — 111  try  to  explain 
that  more  later — Ive  suddenly  felt  how  it  may  be  it  was  in  a 
moment  of  anguish  Cett  promised  the  things  he  did  to  Surd 
— it  may  be  what  misled  me  was,  it  wasnt  a  moment  of 
anguish  about  me  but  about  Surd — it  may  be  in  that  instant 
something  in  Cett  pierced  to  feel  what  Surd  was  appealing 
out  of  in  him  behind  the  outside  of  what  it  seemed  it  was 
from — and  there  was  another  thing  that  it  may  have  been 
misled  me  more  than  I  was  conscious  of,  you  see  when  Cett 
said  it  he  was  frying  onions,  and  quite  carefully,  taking  pains 
with  them,  and  because  an  outside  part  has  fixed  frying 
onions  as  something  that  wouldnt  go  with  talking  about 
anguish  it  made  a  ridiculous  feeling  come,  but  I  think  now 
it  may  have  been  Cett  was  being  simpler  and  truer  than  me, 
though  Im  not  sure — and  you  see  theres  another  thing  Surd 
has  known  from  the  beginning  in  some  part  of  him,  hes 
known  that  it  wasnt  me  as  a  separate  individual  he  was 
fighting  against,  hes  known  what  he  fought  against  happen- 
ing through  me  would  happen  through  something  or  some 
one  in  the  end — it  feels  it  was  in  an  instant  when  I  knew  that 
as  clearly  in  some  part  of  me  as  he  knew  it  in  some  part  of 
him  that  everything  went  out  of  me  but  aching  for  him — 


n6  An  Account 

and  then  do  you  see  the  thing  that  confused  me,  it  was 
through  not  seeing  clearly  that  though  its  so  that  the  deepest 
place  that  we  can  reach  into  and  the  deepest  place  that  he 
can  reach  into  are  not  the  same,  that  doesnt  mean  that  one 
is  deeper  than  the  other,  it  only  means  theyre  different — 
what  perplexed  my  mind  to  thinking  vaguely  at  times  that 
it  was  Cett  only  who  pierced  to  deeper  things  came  from 
feeling  Surd  struggling  to  keep  him  from  that,  and  the  link 
between  Surd  being  stronger  in  his  deep  parts  and  more  in 
them  and  yet  fighting  to  keep  Cett  out  of  his  hadnt  come  lit 
up  in  me — you  know  sweetheart  the  images  Ive  translated 
the  feelings  that  came  about  Surd  into  may  not  be  good  ones, 
if  I  go  deeper  I  may  need  to  throw  them  away,  but  it  feels 
they  lit  up  something  of  whats  true — and  when  I  say  that 
the  deepest  place  Cett  belongs  to  and  I  belong  to  is  different 
from  Surd's,  Im  not  sure  that  deep  is  the  best  word,  its  not 
if  its  identified  with  whats  generally  meant  by  solemn  be- 
cause it  feels  that  in  that  place — or  part  or  whatever  its  chosen 
to  be  called — theres  a  delicious  feeling  thats  like  laughing 
always  inside — a  difference  I  feel  about  Cett  to  most  people 
is  this,  I  think  in  a  way  Cett  is  as  much  dominated  by  fixed 
artificial  relations  and  conceptions  of  things  that  dont  corres- 
pond to  true  needs  as  the  rest  of  people,  but  I  think  that 
with  him  its  more  than  less  nothing  but  conforming  and 
imitating — that  his  being  dominated  by  them  hasnt  got  any 
real  roots  at  all  and  that  thats  why  pulling  them  up  is  nothing 
with  him  whereas  pulling  them  up  with  most  people  isnt 
nothing — I  mean,  to  say  it  directer,  once  a  truer  relation  or 
truer  idea  of  any  kind  has  been  lit  up  in  him,  a  thing  that  has 
to  happen  with  most  people  doesnt  have  to  happen  with 
him,  other  people  are  as  able  to  be  lit  up  about  true  things 
as  he  is,  but  with  most  people  so  far  as  Ive  watched,  seeing 
it  is  only  the  beginning  of  a  long  labour  of  struggling  patient 
or  violent  according  to  their  natures  to  separate  themselves 
away  from  all  the  multitudes  of  links  that  joined  them  to  the 
other  thing — but  with  Cett  theres  none  of  that,  once  hes 
seen  the  thing  its  finished — at  least  unless  he  forgets  again 
— the  way  Cett  gets  to  things  gives  you  the  same  feeling  as 
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watching  a  bird  making  a  sudden  straight  dive  through  the 
air — he  lights  as  straight  on  things  when  he  lights  at  all — 
but  you  see  sweet  when  I  begin  to  make  images  about  people 
I  very  often  get  astray,  at  least,  I  get  separated  from  things 
it  feels  I  musnt  get  separated  from — 111  watch  back  into 
exact  outside  things  Ive  loved  Cett  through  and  111  tell  them 
to  you — 111  try  to  tell  you  as  much  of  everything  about  Cett 
thats  in  me  as  I  can — and  you  know  sweet  you  musnt  be 
bothered  if  I  say  things  that  seem  to  deny  other  things  Ive 
said,  I  shall  be  sure  to,  because  the  things  in  me  Im  telling 
about  Cett  from  now  arent  the  same  as  the  things  in  me  Ive 
told  about  him  from  before  and  a  great  many  of  the  things  it 
mattered  to  feel  then  wont  be  in  me  now,  theyll  be  dropped 
out  and  others  will  come  up — you  see,  its  only  lately  Ive 
become  as  clear  as  I  have  how  things  told  that  seem  com- 
plete denials  of  each  other  can  be  true  from  one  person  if 
that  person  is  telling  them  out  of  a  different  place,  that  was 
lit  up  in  me  in  a  particular  way  the  other  day  through  read- 
ing a  description  of  things  to  do  with  Layos'  death  I  wrote 
before  I  wrote  whats  printed,  if  theyd  both  been  printed 
side  by  side,  one  would  have  been  called  lies — but  it  wasnt, 
they  were  only  written  out  of  different  places,  but  it  would 
have  needed  pages  and  pages  to  link  them— I  do  write  real 
lies  and  real  denials  sometimes  but  I  can  always  disentangle 
them  from  the  appearing  ones  if  I  watch  into  my  writing 
out  of  a  particular  part  in  me — -111  tell  you  the  things  about 
Cett  just  as  they  come  in  me,  whether  theyre  in  their  order 
or  not,  first,  111  leave  out  the  first  part  of  his  life,  but  it  wasnt 
quiet,  and  his  grandfather  was  a  last  earl  of  somewhere  in 
Ireland,  Im  not  clear  about  that  partly  because  as  soon  as 
he  began  to  boast  about  his  family  I  began  to  boast  about 
mine  and  I  forgot  to  ask  him  again,  but  it  fits  in  with  some 
outside  things  in  Cett — I  mean,  that  he  should  belong  to  an 
exhausted  out  end  of  generations  of  autocrats — hes  got 
tricks  of  manners  that  remind  you  of  dignity  and  yet  arent 
dignified — I  dont  mean  real  dignity,  I  mean  trained  arrogance 
and  trained  insolence — in  reality  Ive  never  seen  Cett  what 
I  mean  by  dignified,  and  Ive  never  seen  him  undignified. 
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He  ran  away  from  school  when  he  was  sixteen,  then  he  wa& 
sent  to  a  farm,  he  left  that,  also  suddenly,  then  he  was  sent 
to  Cambridge,  then  he  got  married— he  was  seventeen  then, 
111  tell  you  more  about  that  later — then  the  marriage  was 
undone  by  the  people  who  were  looking  after  him,  then  he 
somehow  got  into  a  ship  that  was  going  to  America,  then 
when  he  got  there  he  got  work  that  landed  him  in  wild 
country  away  from  everyone  except  the  people  he  was  work- 
ing with  and  no  means  of  getting  away  except  tramping,  he 
hated  it  so  one  day  he  started  tramping,  he  didnt  know  the 
way  and  he  tramped  for  days,  he  met  one  man  who  gave  him 
some  bread  and  tea  and  he  found  some  things  in  a  forest  > 
then  he  got  to  San  Francisco,  the  first  days  he  couldnt  get 
work  and  since  he  couldnt  get  work  he  couldnt  get  food, 
then  he  got  work,  he  did  a  great  many  things  but  all  for  a 
short  time,  some  only  a  few  weeks,  first  he  worked  at  night 
on  a  steamer  that  went  backwards  and  forwards  each  day 
from  one  place  to  another,  a  little  one,  and  the  people  were 
mostly  drunk  when  they  came  on  so  they  needed  looking 
after,  then  he  was  purser  on  a  ship  that  went  long  voyages, 
but  he  got  tired  of  it  one  day  and  let  the  ship  go  without  him 
and  came  back  on  another  one,  then  he  came  against  some 
people  who  were  some  kind  of  agents,  they  were  young  and 
they  liked  Cett  and  they  said  he  should  join  them,  then  they 
suddenly  made  a  great  deal  of  money  so  instead  of  going  on 
they  let  the  business  go  and  spent  their  time  spending  the 
money,  they  got  drunk  rather  often  and  so  on,  and  then  Cett 
fell  in  love  with  a  person,  at  least  he  thought  he  had,  she 
was  a  singer,  then  they  lived  together  for  a  little  while  and 
then  all  the  money  was  gone  and  they  separated,  then  he 
was  a  barman — I  think  Cett  said  that  was  the  hardest  work 
he  had  at  all,  they  were  long  hours  and  the  people  were 
rough  and  so  were  their  ways,  but  he  watched  things,  then 
he  became  an  actor  and  then  a  schoolmaster  and  then  there 
was  a  sudden  change,  he  was  suddenly  shot  up,  or  pulled 
up,  into  whats  called  society,  they  made  much  of  him  and 
especially  one  person  who  was  a  conspicuous  person,  she  if 
it  can  be  called  so  fell  in  love  with  him,  she  was  very  vehement 
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and  one  part  of  her  was  developed  more  than  any  other  part 
— when  Cett  described  her  he  said — She  was  a  nympho- 
maniac— he  couldnt  fall  in  love  with  her  but  he  was  flattered 
again,  then  she  asked  him  to  take  her  away,  for  a  week  end, 
he  couldnt,  then  they  suddenly  happened  to  come  together 
in  a  place,  it  was  at  night  but  there  was  another  person,  Cett 
thought,  because  there  was  another  person  it  would  be 
alright,  they  drank  a  great  deal  and  Cett  went  to  sleep  and 
when  he  woke  this  person  was  on  the  top  of  him,  then  they 
went  to  an  hotel  together  but  two  days  afterwards  he  ran 
away  from  her,  then  he  got  gonorrhea — she  had  it  but  she 
hadnt  told  him — then  he  went  to  a  hospital,  and  when  he 
came  out  people  wernt  the  same,  so  he  left  them  and  he  got 
a  hawker's  barrow  and  he  sold  cigars  on  it,  not  in  the  ordinary 
way  but  to  do  with  throwing  dice,  then  one  day  a  person 
came  whom  Cett  was  suddenly  attracted  by,  it  was  partly 
his  face  and  partly  the  way  he  lost,  a  particular  gay  way 
when  he  hadnt  anything  to  lose,  Cett  told  him  to  join  him 
and  then  he  looked  after  this  person  and  worked  for  both, 
then  this  person  took  him  to  some  friends,  they  were  Loom 
and  an  elder  sister  and  they  stayed  with  them,  for  a  long 
time,  then  Cett  began  to  read,  then  he  became  a  journalist, 
at  least  he  subedited  a  paper — Ive  left  out  some  things  be- 
cause I  remember  them  too  vaguely  partly  because  I  was 
paying  attention  to  other  things  and  partly  because  there 
were  so  many — then  the  war  began,  then  Cett  joined  a 
Canadian  regiment,  then  he  fixed  in  his  head  the  places  he 
wanted  to  go  to,  I  forget  for  certain  which  they  were  or  the 
order  they  came  in,  I  think  they  were  Gallipoli  and  India 
and  Egypt  and  he  was  sent  to  each  after  the  other,  it  seemed 
chance  but  things  mostly  happen  with  Cett  the  way  he  wants 
them  to,  then  he  fixed  in  his  head  he  didnt  want  to  go  in  the 
trenches,  he  didnt  want  to  be  killed  and  also  he  thought  it 
would  be  dull,  he  didnt  ever  go  in  the  trenches  but  he  got 
wounded,  it  was  in  the  back  of  his  head,  theres  a  hole  now, 
a  large  one,  then  he  was  sent  back  to  England,  then  things 
went  round  in  him  and  he  sent  for  Loom,  he  married  her  and 
then  later  he  was  discharged,  I  think  through  the  hole  in  his 
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head,  then  they  had  a  baby  but  it  was  born  dead — you  see 
sweetheart  thats  the  bare  outside  outline  part,  it  lights  up 
something  but  not  much,  its  the  way  Cett  tells  things  that 
lights  up  most — you  see  hes  got  a  particular  kind  of  smile 
and  its  nearly  always  there  while  hes  telling  things  and  it 
lights  up  things  in  me,  its  coaxing  and  gay  and  wistful  and 
pleading  and  deprecating  and  mischievous  and  apologetic 
and  tender  and  teasing  in  all  sorts  of  different  proportions 
that  depend  on  what  hes  telling — most  of  all  when  Cett  is 
telling  things  theres  a  feeling  the  nearest  way  to  say  it  that 
hes  confiding  in  you,  and  most  of  all  if  its  things  about  him- 
self and  if  its  things  something  in  him  feels  the  person  hes 
telling  them  to  is  going  to  disapprove  of  theres  a  feeling  as 
if  something  inside  him  was  making  you  forgive  him — its  as 
if  something  inside  him  was  knowing — not  consciously  in 
words  but  it  can  be  put  in  words — If  you  look  at  me  youll 
have  to  laugh,  you  wont  be  able  to  resist,  and  if  you  laugh 
youll  forgive  me — you  know,  everything  Cett  tells  you,  its 
as  if  its  a  secret  hes  telling  )^ou,  either  a  delicious  secret  or  a 
funny  secret  or  a  wicked  secret  or  any  kind  but  any  way  a 
secret — its  not  so  much  its  something  he  wants  you  to  hide, 
in  a  way  its  an  opposite  feeling,  its  more  its  as  if  its  some- 
thing hes  just  found  or  just  pulled  up  thats  been  hidden  till 
then — its  more  hes  so  happy  to  have  found  it  that  hes  a 
terrific  eagerness  to  share  it  with  someone — or  with  every- 
one, sometimes  its  that  feeling  clinging  round  it — I  think 
its  that  that  gives  a  particular  delicious  feeling  about  nearly 
everything  that  comes  from  Cett — its  the  same  feeling  that 
comes  with  seeing  things  with  dew  on  them,  or  with  bloom 
on  them,  quite  fresh  things  not  rubbed  or  messed  or  handled 
about  at  all — and  I  think  its  that  that  gives  a  lovely  sort  of 
feeling  of  shyness  often  about  Cett — not  a  shrinking  away 
kind  of  shyness,  its  not  from  terror  at  all,  its  from  happiness 
— I  love  shyness  and  everything  to  do  with  it,  111  find  out 
more  why  presently  and  tell  you  about  it  but  now  I  must  go 
on — you  see  sweetheart  you  may  understand  a  little  now 
what  makes  a  particular  feeling  come  in  me  I  cant  de- 
scribe clearly,  when  Cett  is  telling  me  things — if  I  try  to 
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tell  you  some  of  the  things  that  have  brought  it  most  you 
know  sweetheart  the  bare  words  wont  tell  you  anything  if 
you  dont  keep  inside  you  that  everything  Cett  tells  hes  find- 
ing out  in  some  way  then  at  the  instant  hes  telling  it — its 
not  ready  made  in  him,  its  new — its  a  surprise  just  as  much 
to  him  as  to  the  person  hes  telling  it  to — I  dont  mean  the 
whole  of  it  but  somehow  something  in  it  or  about  it — its  a 
sudden  adventure — and  do  you  know  sweetheart  whals 
just  come  into  me,  it  is  that  I  think  its  not  so  much  the  thing 
thats  new,  the  newness  is  mixing  it  with  the  new  person — 
yes,  thats  it,  thats  what  makes  it  feel  so  much  Cett  is  finding 
out  something  fresh  every  time  he  tells  a  thing — hes  feeling 
all  the  feelings  of  the  person  hes  telling  it  to  and  so  its  a  new 
adventure  each  time — I  suddenly  feel  thats  why  Cett  enjoys 
telling  me  things  as  much  as  it  feels  he  does,  its  because  I 
enjoy  so  terribly  listening  and  so  that  feeling  goes  into  him 
— and  do  you  know  sweetheart  I  suddenly  understand  now 
a  thing  Surd  said  to  me,  he  said — Theres  some  devil  in  you 
that  gets  things  out  of  people  against  their  will — I  suddenly 
see  its  not  that — its  because  Im  enjoying  it  so  terribly  that 
they  go  on  because  they  want  the  enjoyment  too — but  they 
dont  know  its  that — 111  think  about  that  more  later  but  now 
111  go  back,  111  tell  you  about  v/hen  Cett  told  me  about  when 
he  married  the  first  person  he  married — 111  tell  you  because 
that  feeling  I  cant  describe  clearly  came  more  while  I  was 
listening  to  things  to  do  with  that  than  I  think  its  come  for 
anything  Cett  has  ever  told  me — it  wasnt  I  was  moved  more 
deeply,  it  wasnt  a  deep  feeling  at  all,  it  was  only  it  was  some- 
how more  fun,  or  more  delicious — or  anyway  more  some- 
thing— I  may  find  out  more  while  Im  telling  it,  it  was  the 
last  time  he  came  at  all  he  told  me,  then  I  said — -But  why  did 
you  many  her  Cett  if  you  didnt  love  her  ?  and  Cett  said — I 
dont  know — I  suppose  I  was  flattered — she  was  beautiful, 
everyone  admired  her,  I  liked  walking  about  with  her — I 
liked  thinking  shed  given  up  everything — just  to  marry  me 
—and  besides,  I  thought  I  was  in  love— I  kept  pinching 
myself  to  wake  up — I  kept  saying  to  myself— you  are  in 
love — you  know  you  are — then  I  said — But  what  happened 


122  An  Account 

after  you  were  married  Cett  ? — and  Cett  said — The  first 
night  I  hid — and  the  second  night  I  hid,  and  I  said — You 
hid  ?  but  where  did  you  hide  ?  and  first  Cett  didnt  say  any- 
thing, he  only  looked  at  me  the  way  Ive  described — then 
he  said — I  hid  in  the  lavatory — and  then  do  you  see  a  laugh- 
ing feeling  came  and  it  went  on  and  on  and  on  but  inside 
me— I  dont  know  quite  clearly  why,  it  was  partly  Cett's 
face — the  feeling  that  was  in  me  most  of  all  was  a  feeling 
like — The  poor  darling  lamb — then  I  said — But  Cett,  what 

did  poor  D do  ?  and  Cett  said — She  was  very  worried 

— she  thought  I  was  ill — she  kept  coming  to  see  what  was 
the  matter— then  I  said — But  why  did  you  hide  Cett  ?  and 
Cett  said — Because  I  was  afraid  of  being  ridiculous,  and  I 
said — But  why  should  you  have  been  ridiculous  ?  and  Cett 
said — Because  I  was  afraid  I  might  not  know  what  to  do. 
Then  I  said — But  you  couldnt  go  on  hiding  every  night 
Cett  ?  and  Cett  said — No — I  didnt — and  I  said — Then  what 
happened  ?  and  then  Cett  didnt  answer  again  and  he  looked 
at  me  again  the  way  Ive  described — and  he  went  on  looking 
that  way — and  then  that  laughing  feeling  came  again — Ive 
suddenly  understood  it  more,  111  unravel  it  partly  presently 
— and  then  Cett  suddenly  said — You  know  my  dear,  I 
came  to  the  conclusion  it  was  a  dreadfully  overrated  pastime 
— and  then  that  laughing  feeling  grew,  and  it  grew  and 
grew  and  grew,  and  I  was  very  happy,  and  so  was  Cett — 
111  tell  you  now  partly  what  it  feels  it  came  from,  it  feels  its 
to  do  with  lifting  associations  of  things,  it  links  on  with  what 
Ive  said  already  in  my  writing  to  do  with  what  is  called  the 
redeeming  of  things — you  see  lavatories  are  fixed  round  with 
things  that  are  vexing,  and  unpleasant,  and  ugly,  the  vexing 
things  are  to  do  with  the  convention  that  fixes  that  if  a  per- 
son is  in  a  lavatory  they  dont  exist — thats  clear  in  the  irri- 
tating rule  that  comes  from  it  that  if  you  are  in  a  lavatory 
you  are  to  let  a  person  shout  all  through  the  house  for  you 
and  not  answer — youve  to  pretend  that  the  step  from  the 
passage  to  the  lavatory  has  rid  you  of  your  ears  and  your 
voice  and  all  your  other  senses  as  well  as  the  one  to  do  with 
giving    people   unnecessary   trouble — then   the   unpleasant 
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associations — everybody  has  got  them  especially  if  theyve 
travelled  abroad  much,  and  the  ugly  associations,  they  are 
to  do  with  what  are  called  sex  perversions — and  you  see  to 
suddenly  have  something  very  funny  and  very  dear  rushed 
into  the  middle  of  all  those — I  mean  by  very  funny  and  very 
dear,  mostly  Cett's  face,  both  the  one  in  front  of  me  and  the 
one  my  imagination  saw — the  particular  sort  of  dancingness 
and  somehow  fnnniness  that  would  be  in  his  eyes,  and  the 
way  his  hair  would  be  on  end — and  anyway  a  great  many 

things — everything — the  way  poor  D was  so  worried 

— and  side  by  side  the  fixed  images  in  you  of  first  wedding 
nights — not  that  they  re  clear  images  mostly,  but  I  mean  the 
vague  ones  of  what  theyre  supposed  to  be  and  stand  for — then 
the  other  thing  that  made  the  laughing  feeling  come,  you  see 
if  you  watch  behind  part  of  it  is  this,  up  to  when  I  said — 
then  what  happened  ? — when  Cett's  mind  had  pushed 
about  for  words  to  answer  me  it  had  found  them,  but  when 
it  came  to  the  last  one,  it  pushed  about  again — but  there 
werent  any — and  so  you  see  Cett's  inside  parts  made  pictures 
for  my  inside  part  and  the  same  time  his  speaking  part  made 
a  jump  and  pulled  my  speaking  part  with  it,  that  was  why 
you  see  there  wasnt  really  any  gap  inside  but  there  was  out- 
side— somehow  that  was  funny — but  I  cant  go  on  seeing 
into  any  more  of  why  that  was  funny  now  sweetheart,  111  go 
back  to  more  things  to  do  with  Cett.  You  see  theres  a  thing 
about  Cett,  the  nearest  way  that  I  can  say  it  is  that  his  self 
is  joined  to  a  mind  and  body  thats  more  than  less  quite  fitted 
to  it — I  mean  if  its  put  in  a  fantasy  way,  if  Cett's  self  goes  to 
sleep  or  gets  dreamy  or  tired  or  inattentive  or  unalert — in 
actualness,  if  his  mind  gets  those  things  to  it — what  its 
joined  to  which  goes  on  by  itself  pleases  most  people  as  much 
as  Cett's  real  self  does,  and  when  his  self  wakes  up,  either 
suddenly  through  something  or  just  any  time,  theres  no 
violent  feeling  of  commotion  or  collision  inside  him  when 
it  comes  back,  it  shines  through  again  the  way  it  did  before 
and  I  think  theres  nearly  no  difference  felt  by  him  or  anyone 
— if  its  put  another  way,  Cett's  mind  and  body  are  an  easy 
medium  for  Cett's  spirit  to  work  through,  or  play  through 
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— theres  no  feeling  of  a  need  for  a  violent  struggle  or  effort 
to  conquer  something  thats  what  is  meant  by  alien — you 
know  sweetheart,  to  an  extent  Im  jumping  about  in  what 
Im  saying  about  Cett,  I  mean  Im  not  speaking  from  one 
centre  and  one  background  but  if  I  wait  till  I  get  to  a  deeper 
centre  I  shall  have  got  past  things  that  it  feels  have  got  their 
place  too — you  see,  everything  Cett  tries  to  do  he  does 
easily  and  quickly,  and  theres  no  tormented  feeling  of  shame 
or  contempt  about  the  things  he  does  that  way  ever,  any 
more  than  theres  any  deep  conceit  about  them — I  think  he 
doesnt  feel  theyre  superficial  because  I  think  at  present  the 
dear  darling  is  mostly  superficial — its  just,  hes  pleased  when 
hes  done  what  pleases  people  and  pleases  him,  and  then  hes 
more  pleased  when  hes  done  what  pleases  them  more — and 
you  know  that  phrase  about  people's  spirit  struggling  with 
their  flesh,  I  dont  think  youd  ever  say  that  of  Cett — youd 
say  it  about  Surd  over  and  over — at  the  very  beginning  one 
day  when  Cett  came  he  suddenly  said— You  know,  Surd's 
terribly  lustful — and  I  said — Yes,  but  you  feel  its  lovely , 
and  he  didnt  answer,  and  I  said — Dont  you  ?■ — and  he  said 
— Yes,  but  not  very  firmly,  and  then  he  said — Yes,  it  is 
lovely — but  what  bothers  me  is  I  dont  seem  to  be  getting  at 
his  mind — and  Surd  said  one  day  in  a  sudden  particular 
grim  way  he  does  say  things  in  at  times — I  think  its  ignoble, 
always,  to  satisfy  feelings  of  lust  when  theres  no  love,  but  Ive 
done  it,  often — I  think  when  Cett  suffers  its  because  other 
people  are  unhappy,  not  because  he  is — you  see,  if  it  can  be 
put  so,  Cett  is  freer  to  be  more  compassionate  and  pitiful 
than  most  people  because  hes  freer  from  struggling  inside 
him  than  most  people — you  see,  in  reality  its  true  that  Cett 
is  misunderstood  as  much  as  anybody,  I  mean  that  his  real 
self  is  as  much  hidden  by  fixed  images  of  what  he  is  which 
are  got  from  fixed  associations  with  his  outside,  theyre  just 
as  often  direct  opposites  of  what  he  is,  or  of  what  he  mostly 
is,  but  a  difference  between  the  way  hes  misunderstood  and 
the  way  a  great  many  people  are  is  that  the  things  that  he 
represents  to  people,  or  at  least  to  say  it  more  exactly  the 
images  inside  them  of  what  he  is  that  misrepresent  him  to 
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them,  arent  ugly  or  unflattering,  and  also,  acting  up  to  them 
doesnt  interfere  with  his  freedom  to  do  what  he  wants  to  do 
without  attracting  a  violent  attention— whether  its  a  hostile 
attention  or  the  opposite  makes  no  difference,  it  distracts 
just  the  same— people  identify  Cett  as  what  theyre  looking 
for,  why  some  people  should  make  people  imagine  theyre 
what  theyre  searching  for  so  much  more  than  others  do  111 
talk  about  later  sweetheart — and  you  see  its  only  a  few 
people  who  are  equally  as  roused  against  misunderstandings 
which  make  them   seem  what  they  are  not  when  that  thing 
is  what  the  people  misunderstanding  them  are  longing  for 
them  to  be,  as  when  its  a  thing  they  imagine  as  something  to 
be  despised,  or  something  ridiculous,  or  wicked — I  mean  its 
few  people  to  whom  false  imaginations  and  fixed  concep- 
tions to  do  with  them  are  equally  repulsive  absolutely  whether 
the  result  is  to  make  them  sought  after  for  things  which  they 
arent  or  not  sought  after  for  things  they  are — they  are  to 
Surd,  absolutely — before  things  had  got  the  way  they  did 
get  later  once  Surd  told  me  out  his  what  can  be  called  phil- 
osophy, a  part  of  it,  when  he  was  quite  young  there  was  a  thing 
that  puzzled  and  bothered  him,  he  tried  to  understand  what 
it  was  and  the  nearest  that  he  could  get  to  then  was  that  it 
seemed  there  was  something  about  him  which  made  a  glamour 
round  him  for  some  people— you  know  theres  a  side  of  Surd 
in  which  hes  as  free  and  gay  as  Cett  is,  it  stirs  hidden  things 
in  me  just  as  his  philosophy  did  while  he  was  telling  it  and 
as  his  pictures  do,  the  way  Cett's  dont,  almost  at  all,  though 
it  feels  theres  a  particular  kind  of  boldness  and  spring  and 
freedom  and  fantasticalness  in  Cett's  there  isnt  in  Surd's — 
and  he  came  to  the  conclusion  it  was  a  false  glamour  and  that 
it  misled  people  and  so  he  watched  and  tried  to  understand 
it  in  a  way  that  would  make  him  able  to  explain  it  and  warn 
them  off,  and  while  he  was  trying  to  understand  it  he  noticed 
that  the  same  thing  was  produced  by  other  people,  and  then 
it  seemed  through  the  same  causes  or  qualities — he  didnt 
call  them  causes  or  qualities  but  Im  not  telling  you  his 
philosophy  now  and  the  words  he  used  would  make  it  non-  • 
sense  if  I  didnt  tell  the  whole  of  the  part  of  it  he  told  me — 
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but  do  you  see  Cett  would  never  have  done  that — Cett  had 
the  same  feeling  of  attracting  people  in  a  peculiar  way  but 
he  instinctively  took  the  opposite  way  to  Surd — instinctively 
Cett  encourages  people  to  weave  imaginations  round  him 
— then  when  what  comes  through  that  gets  too  uncomfort- 
able, or  disturbing  in  some  way,  he  disengages  himself, 
mostly  quite  kindly  and  tenderly,  but  still  he  does  it — so 
you  see  a  difference  between  them  is  that  you  cant  have  false 
relations  with  Surd  without  facing  theyre  false  unless  he 
himself  is  deceived  into  believing  theyre  true,  but  with  Cett 
thats  not  necessary — you  see,  Cett  so  hates  to  disappoint 
people — and  besides  do  you  see  what  to  Cett  is  only  being 
kind  and  pleasant  and  friendly  to  Surd  is  being  disgustingly 
loose  and  promiscuous — and  then  you  know,  there  are  times 
when  Cett  enjoys  tormenting  people — at  least  its  not  directly 
he  enjoys  tormenting  them  its  that  he  enjoys  watching  them 
while  its  happening — when  Surd  is  enraged  by  something 
— which  I  think  hes  mostly  thought  till  now  wasnt  notice- 
able to  anyone  but  himself  if  he  didnt  wish  it  to  be,  but  it 
always  is — it  isnt  only  that  Cett  watches  him,  but  he  makes 
other  people— he  says — Look  at  Surd's  face — look  at  it — 
he  doesnt  say  it  what  is  meant  by  maliciously,  not  the  least, 
its  utter  joy  to  him  and  the  more  joy  the  more  it  enrages 
Surd — Surd  could  never  do  that — if  Surd  is  enraged,  or  if 
he  wants  a  thing,  he  can  be  brutal  and  cruel  to  get  it,  far 
more  than  Cett  could  ever  be,  but  to  torment  anything  for  no 
other  reason  than  to  watch  what  it  looks  like  and  behaves  like 
while  its  being  tormented — Surd  couldnt  do  that  ever — the 
nearest  way  I  can  say  it  is  that  to  Surd  it  would  be  an  in- 
decency to  look  at  it  at  all — you  know,  in  my  whole  life  Ive 
not  come  against  anything  that  stays  more  upright  than 
something  thats  in  Surd — even  when  things  are  struggling 
and  wrestling  and  tearing  him  every  way  so  that  it  feels  it 
must  go  down,  it  doesnt — I  dont  know  clearly  what  it  is 
because  I  dont  mean  that  Surd  doesnt  over  and  over  do  what 
can  be  called  beastly  and  hard  and  ugly  things,  and  deliber- 
ately, knowing  theyre  ugly— but  yet  this  thing  stays  straight 
— you  know  sweetheart,  behind,  its  not  first  of  all  about  Cett 
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at  all  that  Surd  is  struggling — you  know,  over  and  over 
lately  when  Ive  thought  of  Surd  a  thing  has  come  up  in  me, 
Ive  tried  to  find  why  and  I  cant  clearly  but  its  as  if  it  lights 
up  some  way  that  he  struggles  in  in  a  simpler  way  than  even 
the  things  Ive  seen  through  him  himself  do,  111  tell  you  it, 
theres  a  child,  of  whom  Im  fond,  and  one  day  lately  I  took 
her  some  chocolate,  its  a  particular  kind  which  she  loves  and 
what  she  loves  she  loves  with  the  whole  of  her  she  can  love 
it  with — whatever  she  does  she  does  it  wholly — if  she  hates 
a  thing  she  hates  it  to  the  extremest  stretch  of  her  power  to 
hate  it  and  its  the  same  with  enjoying,  so  since  eating  choco- 
late is  a  thing  she  enjoys,  very  extremely,  while  shes  eating 
it  mostly  other  things  are  not  of  importance,  theres  a  par- 
ticular absorbed  look  on  her  while  shes  eating  it,  everything 
in  her  is  throwing  itself  into  being  as  utterly  conscious  as  its 
got  power  of  the  feelings  the  chocolate  is  making  in  her — its 
not  only  its  not  a  vacant  look,  its  the  opposite,  its  passionate 
attentiveness  and  its  lovely  to  watch — anyway  this  time  I 
thought  she'd  had  enough  and  I  said — Shura's  had  enough, 
Shura  will  be  sick — she  looked  at  me  as  if  I  was  a  long  way 
off — and  I  was,  to  her,  from  the  part  she  was  eating  choco- 
late in — and  then  she  went  on,  then  I  picked  them  up  and 
put  them  away,  she  waited  a  minute,  at  least,  she  didnt  wait 
but  things  waited  till  theyd  collected  in  her  and  then  she 
roared,  she  didnt  just  cry  vaguely,  she  raged  with  just  as 
much  of  the  whole  of  her  as  she  enjoyed  the  chocolate  with 
before,  then  something  came  into  my  head,  I  put  back  the 
chocolate  and  I  said — Very  well,  but  if  Shura  eats  it  all 
there  wont  be  any  for  Leo  when  he  comes  back — and  then  I 
watched  her — and  then  I  cant  describe  the  feeling  clearly 
that  came  in  me — it  wasnt  first  of  all  a  frightened  feeling, 
and  yet  I  was  frightened — and  then  feelings  came  in  me  and 
it  felt  I  wanted  to  scream — and  then  suddenly  Shura  screamed 
and  it  was  a  terrible  scream — and  then  do  you  see  sweet- 
heart everything  went  very  fast  in  me,  the  same  way  that  it 
did  while  I  watched  Surd,  and  I  didnt  know  clearly  about 
anything  or  why  it  was — and  I  dont  know  clearly  now  and 
I  cant  describe  it  clearly — I  put  the  bag  right  on  her  knees 
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and  I  said — Eat  it  darling — Shura  can  eat  it — she  picked  up 
the  bag — she  didnt  look  at  it  she  only  crushed  the  opening 
to  with  her  hands — and  then  she  ran,  she  screamed  all  the 
time  the  same  scream  but  she  never  stopped  running  or 
looked  at  the  bag  till  she  came  to  a  place,  she  put  the  bag  on 
the  top,  it  was  just  in  her  reach,  she  pushed  it  back  as  hard 
as  she  could  push  till  it  was  out  of  her  reach,  then  she  ran 
back,  she  was  still  screaming  and  tears  were  rushing  down, 
and  when  she  looked  up  in  my  face — do  you  see  sweetheart 
I  cant  describe  the  feelings  that  came  in  me  then — she 
climbed  up  on  my  lap  and  she  put  her  face  against  me — 
and  then  presently  she  looked  up — and  do  you  see  darling 
heart  if  youd  never  seen  that  look  before  in  anything  and 
you  never  saw  it  again  still  youd  know  something  about 
what  can  be  called  God  that  wouldnt  go  out  of  you — it  was 
utter  complete  peace — it  was  like  multitudes  and  multitudes 
of  music — theres  something  pulling  me  back — its  the  first 
feeling  I  told  it  for,  the  feeling  that  came  in  me  when  Shura 
screamed — its  that  same  feeling  thats  come  so  often  in  me 
near  Surd — the  nearest  way  I  can  describe  it  its  a  riven  feel- 
ing— do  you  see  my  heart  I  dont  know  clearly  what  part  it  is 
thats  pulled  up  and  brought  into  a  so  intense  consciousness 
by  Surd  at  times — I  dont  know  clearly  whether  its  more  a 
part  that  would  leap  up  always  to  shield  anything  that  was 
struggling  in  a  way  that  part  could  feel  for  instinctively  or 
understand  consciously,  I  dont  know  whether  its  a  feeling 
that  would  be  more  than  less  equal  whether  I  belonged  to 
the  person  I  was  feeling  it  through  in  the  same  way,  or  to  the 
same  extent,  that  it  feels  I  belong  to  Cett,  or  whether  in 
actualness  it  comes  more  than  less  because  I  do  belong  to 
Surd  in  a  way  and  to  an  extent  hes  not  let  me  find  freely  yet 
— and  do  you  see,  hes  not  trusted  me  just  as  in  a  different 
way  hes  not  trusted  Cett— or  if  its  chosen  to  be  put  so,  hes 
not  trusted  himself — it  feels,  he  darent  trust — its  the  same 
do  you  see  my  heart,  youve  not  trusted  me — when  Cett 
asked  me  those  questions,  to  do  with  you,  ^hen  I  drew  back 
from  answering  he  stopped  asking  them  and  that  gathering 
in  look  came  in  him  and  then  he  suddenly  said  but  as  if  he 
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was  telling  it  to  himself  and  not  speaking  consciously  to  me 
at  all — Hes  not  trusted  you— and  do  you  see  sweetheart 
when  that  came  from  Cett  a  feeling  that  was  like  a  startled 
feeling  came  in  me,  whether  it  came  most  because  it  gath- 
ered in  a  single  thing  what  I  knew  or  whether  it  came  most 
from  wonder  that  Cett  had  said  it  or  what  he  had  said  it 
from  or  most  from  something  hidden  I  havnt  found,  I  dont 
know — I  think  it  was  most  from  something  I  havnt  found — 
do  you  know  sweetheart  it  suddenly  feels  from  the  beginning 
more  than  any  other  thing  its  been  a  struggle  in  me  for  you 
to  trust  what  stretched  out  in  me — to  give  it  complete  free- 
dom— it  suddenly  feels  that  more  than  to  give  the  particular 
things  themselves  freedom  to  give  them  and  take  them  has 
been  what  I  struggled  for — I  suddenly  see  that  more  than 
through  any  other  thing  it  was  through  that  way  Cett  set 
me  free— Ive  seen  it,  but  not  clearly  before — it  seemed  that 
first  of  all  his  coming  was  interrupting  something  in  me, 
now  it  may  be  that  first  of  all  it  was  through  this  feeling  that 
came  through  things  that  came  from  Cett — do  you  see  I 
said,  the  last  times  he  came — Cett  it  may  be  that  everj'thing 
to  do  with  sleeping  with  you  I  wrote  of  in  the  beginning  may 
need  to  happen — and  Cett  said — It  seemed  at  the  time  it 
wasnt  meant — and  then  he  said — It  seemed  it  would  spoil 
another  relation — and  then  he  said — But  now  I  must  think 
of  it  again — and  do  you  see  sweetheart,  when  Cett  said  that, 
and  in  the  way  he  said  it,  suddenly  a  feeling  came  in  me — I 
suddenly  knew  that  the  particular  thing,  it  didnt  matter — 
in  that  moment  it  came,  it  suddenly  felt,  whether  I  saw  Cett 
again  or  not  didnt  matter — do  you  see  my  heart  dont  mis- 
understand, that  feeling  didnt  stay  fixed  in  the  way  it  first 
came,  it  may  matter,  and  terribly,  whether  or  not  Im  with 
Cett  again  while  hes  alive  and  Im  alive  this  way,  there  may 
be  things  for  me  to  do  with  Cett  that  Ive  not  done,  I  cant 
tell,  I  can  only  tell  I  love  Cett,  the  whole  of  him,  with  nothing 
changed — but  do  you  see  it  feels  now  that  that  was  a  way  of 
lighting  up  a  thing  that  cant  be  expressed  quite  clearly  or 
directly  which  is  that  over  and  over  its  freedom  to  do  a  thing 
thats  needed  more  than  doing  it — thats  even  at  times  needed 
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to  light  up  that  it  must  not  be  done — I  know  that  at  times  it 
may  seem  and  may  be  that  its  not  that  way,  that  to  do  a 
thing  matters  equally  or  more  than  what  can  be  called  free- 
dom to  do  it — I  mean  that  to  do  a  thing  even  against  resist- 
ances inside  you  or  outside  you  against  your  doing  it  may 
matter  more  than  to  wait  till  that  resistance  is  overcome — 
but  do  you  see,  in  this,  as  soon  as  it  felt  that  more  than  less 
all  outside  resistance  to  things  in  me  had  gone  from  Cett 
and  that  freedom  to  follow  my  way  with  him  had  come  in 
him  it  was  suddenly  lit  quite  clearly  in  me  that  what  seemed 
first  of  all  a  struggling  for  a  thing  itself  was  first  of  all  a  strug- 
gling against  outside  resistances  which  came  from  fixed  con- 
ceptions fixed  to  outside  things  which  were  false  to  the 
inside  thing  they  sprang  from  in  me — it  suddenly  feels 
that  from  the  beginning  its  been  a  struggle  in  me  with  every- 
thing not  first  of  all  to  do  the  things— though  its  been  this — 
but  first  and  last  its  been  a  struggling  in  me  for  freedom  to 
do  them— I  suddenly  feel  sweetheart  in  this  to  an  extent 
Ive  been  as  youve  been  but  in  another  form — I  cant  pierce 
deeper  into  that  now,  theres  something  pulling  me  to  go  on 
— Im  not  clear  what  its  on  and  on  about  Cett  and  Surd  Im 
telling  you  for  sweetheart,  but  it  will  come — theres  a  par- 
ticular kind  of  what  can  be  called  benevolence  and  indulgence 
about  Cett  Ive  said  nearly  nothing  of — you  see  Im  not  clear 
how  much  its  an  attitude — I  dont  mean  a  conscious  pretence, 
I  mean  an  unconscious  imitation  of  something  he  loves  and 
wants  to  be — I  like  it  and  find  it  lovely  but  whenever  it 
comes,  beside  the  bowing  down  feeling  that  comes  in  me  to  it 
there  comes  a  particular  soft  laughing  feeling  and  it  feels 
that  comes  from  a  part  in  me  that  knows  its  not  Cett's 
deepest  part — that  when  you  pierce  right  down  its  not  there 
— its  the  contrary  with  Surd,  on  the  outside  Surd  isnt 
benevolent,  but  the  deeper  into  Surd  you  go  the  bigger  he 
gets — and  you  know  sweetheart  Ive  often  had  the  same 
feeling  about  you — on  the  outside  youre  often  benevolent 
and  protecting,  and  I  love  it,  but  often  the  same  laughing 
feeling  has  come  in  me  for  it  as  it  has  for  Cett's — what  you 
wrote  after  you  wrote  about  being  young — I  save  appearances 
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by  a  certain  art  of  life  which  I  have  become  accom- 
plished in  just  as  an  actor  becomes  accomplished  ;  but  the 
child  remains  there  all  the  time — over  and  over  when  Ive 
watched  things  in  you  being  benevolent  and  as  if  all  other 
people  were  little  children  round  you  the  same  feeling  that 
came  when  I  read  that  comes  in  me  again — at  times  it  dazes 
me  how  you  could  see  and  know  that  so  clearly  and  yet  hold 
back  from  what  it  lights  up — its  not  that  with  Cett,  its  not 
a  conscious  accomplishment  at  all  with  him — and  its  not  that 
that  benevolence  maynt  become  a  part  of  his  deepest  part, 
its  only  it  hasnt  yet — you  see,  in  his  deepest  parts  Cett  isnt 
old  but  young,  I  mean  all  his  beauty  is  young  beauty,  hes  none 
of  the  beauty  of  things  like  rocks — hes  none  of  the  beauty 
thats  mostly  linked  with  old  things,  things  that  have  grown 
slowly  and  been  beaten  against — there  are  things,  the  older 
they  grow  the  stronger  they  grow — in  a  sense  thats  true  of 
everything,  but  not  on  the  surface — you  see,  when  Cett  is 
being  benevolent  it  gives  me  something  the  feeling  that 
comes  watching  children  playing  at  being  mothers  and 
fathers— if  youve  watched  theres  often  such  a  great  great 
tenderness  lit  up  in  them — theres  often  a  far  more  real  loving- 
ness  and  protectingness  and  forbearance  comes  out  of  them 
than  there  is  often  in  actual  mothers  and  fathers — its  only, 
you  know  in  actualness  they  arent  that  yet  and  so  that  soft 
laughing  feeling  comes — the  first  time  it  came  with  Cett 
was  one  night  I  was  alone  with  him  and  he  was  talking  and 
talking  and  talking — and  then  suddenly  he  said — Am  I 
boring  you  ?  and  I  said — No  Cett  but  the  fires  gone  out  and 
Im  very  cold  and  I  want  a  fire — and  Cett  said — You  shall 
have  a  fire  dearie — and  he  said  it  as  if  he  was  an  old  old 
nurse  and  speaking  to  a  little  child — and  you  see  it  was 
beautiful,  but  it  made  that  laughing  feeling  come — and  then 
he  took  such  trouble  and  pains,  and  fetched  all  the  things, 
and  laid  it  and  tried  so  hard  to  make  it  burn — then  it  came 
when  he  talked  about  the  people  when  he  was  barman — .and 
he  wasnt  twenty  then — and  then  when  he  was  talking  about 
the  person  who  gave  him  gonorrhea — its  true  he  said  she  was 
a  bitch,  but  only  in  a  sort  of  affectionate  way — and  then  one 
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night  when  I  was  at  the  studio  and  Surd  was  going  on  paint- 
ing, as  if  my  being  there  made  no  difference  at  all,  as  if  I  was 
another  chair,  and  I  was  unhappy,  and  Cett  kept  hovering 
round  like  a  mother  with  children  whod  quarrelled — he  so 
wanted  us  to  be  friends  and  happy — and  then  he  had  a  sudden 
idea,  and  he  went  and  he  got  out  all  the  things  hed  made, 
cakes  and  all  sorts  of  things,  first  he  brought  them  to  me, 
and  then  he  took  them  to  Surd,  he  stood  over  him  just  like 
mothers  do  over  sick  children  trying  to  coax  them,  Surd 
didnt  even  turn,  then  Cett  cut  a  piece  of  stuff  and  put  it 
right  under  him,  Surd  looked  at  it  and  said  some  criticising 
thing  and  went  on  painting — and  then  suddenly  something 
made  a  leap  in  Cett  and  he  said — Very  well  you  can  bloody 
well  fetch  what  you  want  yourself — you  see  he  suddenly 
wasnt  like  a  mother  after  all — and  the  same  feelings  come 
about  Cett's  what  can  be  called  political  opinions  and  so  on, 
in  actualness  its  the  same  to  an  extent  about  all  his  what  can 
be  called  general  views,  I  feel  the  same  laughing  inside  me 
for  them,  I  feel  the  opposite  to  Surd's,  I  feel  Surd's  matter 
in  a  way  Cett's  dont,  Surd's  are  no  better  as  opinions,  they 
may  be  worse,  and  theyre  much  worse  expressed — Cett  is 
almost  never  lost  for  words— even  at  the  most  terrible  minutes 
Cett  comes  out  with  words  most  people  dont  even  know — at 
least,  its  just  at  those  minutes  he  mostly  does  come  out  with 
them — its  not  sham,  not  at  all,  no  more  than  its  sham  for  a 
person  to  put  on  ceremonious  clothes  for  a  ceremonious  occa- 
sion— you  see  Cett  has  an  instinct  for  importance  of  occasions 
and  it  takes  him  that  way,  but  it  doesnt  take  Surd  that  way 
but  rather  the  contrary,  and  so  it  upsets  him — but  I  love  it 
in  Cett,  just  as  I  love  the  opposite  in  Surd — I  love  Surd's 
roaring  feelings  to  Cett  to  come  down  from  where  he  is  and 
I  love  Cett's  faint  vexation  feelings  at  Surd's  utter  complete 
refusal  to  suffer  in  the  way  that  might  be  called  artistically 
— the  way  I  felt  about  Cett's  what  can  be  called  general 
views  was  lit  up  specially  through  things  that  came  one  night 
when  he  was  talking  and  things  began  pouring  out  of  him 
the  way  they  sometimes  do  about  art,  and  religion,  and 
politics  and  so  on — and  then,  all  of  a  sudden  he  stopped 
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dead  and  then  he  said — I  feel  you  feeling  smug  to  me — and 
you  know,  it  was  an  exact  word  for  the  way  he  would  have 
felt  the  feelings  I  was  feeling  in  me  while  I  was  listening  but 
the  way  he  suddenly  pierced  into  them  was  so  somehow  funny 
and  unexpected  at  the  time  that  it  only  made  everything 
laugh  more,  even  later  when  I  felt  a  wondering  feeling  inside 
me  how  he  could  have  pierced  so  exactly  into  the  way  I  was 
feeling  as  he  did,  and  in  the  middle  of  all  that  was  pouring 
out  of  him,  I  didnt  see  clearly  what  it  lit  up — but  you  see, 
if  Cett's  whole  reality  had  been  pouring  first  of  all  into  those 
things  he  was  saying  he  couldnt  have  been  able  to  suddenly 
separate  himself  and  pierce  into  my  feelings  so  clearly  with 
so  little  outside  help — I  wasnt  speaking,  and  he  wasnt  look- 
ing at  me,  I  was  walking  beside  him  and  it  was  dark — you 
see,  first  of  all  Cett  wasnt  feeling  the  things  he  was  saying, 
first  of  all  he  was  watching  the  impression  of  him  the  things 
he  was  saying  were  making  on  the  person  he  was  saying  them 
to — on  me — he  was  using  them  that  way — not  consciously 
but  unconsciously — Surd  never  uses  them  that  way,  con- 
sciously or  unconsciously,  when  Surd  says  things  he  is  first 
of  all  feeling  the  things  hes  saying  and  not  the  impressions 
hes  making  by  saying  them,  and  so  thats  why  the  things 
themselves  mostly  do  go  into  people  in  a  way  the  things  them- 
selves Cett  says  mostly  dont,  and  thats  why  his  political 
views  and  so  on  matter  in  a  way  Cett's  dont,  even  when 
theyre  much  narrower  and  blinder  and  more  mistaken  than 
Cett's  are — and  do  you  see  sweetheart  over  and  over  and 
over  Ive  felt  the  same  with  you — Ive  felt  the  things  that 
were  coming  from  you  as  the  things  themselves  didnt  matter 
— and  do  you  see  its  from  the  same  thing — its  not  that 
hundreds  and  thousands  of  people  havent  accepted  the  way 
you  see  things  and  taken  it  as  the  way  theyll  see  things,  they 
have,  but  it  doesnt  matter,  not  behind — I  know  all  the  things 
that  can  be  said — that  so  long  as  in  front  it  matters  it  doesnt 
matter  that  behind  it  doesnt  matter — I  know  all  the  things 
youve  done,  all  the  outside  things — they  dont  spring  from 
inside  things  belonging  to  them — theyll  all  fall  back — I  cant 
yet  spread  it  out  in  its  widest  sweep  and  light  it  up — why 
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what  comes  from  Surd  matters  as  itself  while  what  comes 
from  you  as  itself  doesnt  matter — I  know  my  heart  by  words 
it  can  seem  that  all  thats  come  before  from  me  is  being  con- 
fused by  whats  coming  now — I  know  that  through  whats 
come  before  over  and  over  its  come  that  nothing  can  be 
followed  for  its  own  sake — follow  behind  with  me  my  heart 
— Ive  done  the  same  and  yet  differently — it  suddenly  feels 
its  not  only  you  and  Surd  as  separate  people  Im  seeing — Im 
seeing  millions  behind  you — its  two  different  ways — do  you 
see  my  heart  at  some  place  you  held  your  passion  back  from 
a  thing  itself  that  pulled  you — ever  since  your  passion  and 
things  themselves  have  been  separated — Surd  has  poured  his 
passion  into  each  thing  itself  that  pulled  him — and  all  through 
Surd's  passion  has  never  been  separated  from  the  things 
themselves  that  pulled  him — its  not  youve  got  less  passion 
than  Surd,  youve  got  more  but  somewhere  youve  denied 
the  thing  itself that  pulled  you,  and  after,  in  all  other  things, 
by  some  mystery  I  cant  pierce  to  youve  been  held  back — and 
do  you  see  my  heart  you  who  denied  it  are  a  little  child,  be- 
hind all  the  outside  youre  weak  and  timid  and  all  your  life 
first  and  last  and  more  than  any  other  thing  its  been  a  struggle 
n  you  to  hide  that  from  yourself  and  from  all  other  people — 
if  you  would  pierce  through  my  heart  and  see  behind  where 
it  springs  from  this — and  the  older  and  older  you  grow,  the 
more  conscious  of  that  little  child  in  you  and  the  more  need 
to  act  and  act  and  act  to  cover  it — Surd  cant  act — when  Surd 
feels  a  child  he  behaves  like  a  child — nothing  is  hidden — if 
he  tries  to  hide  it  he  cant — his  passion  pours  out — he  makes 
mistake  after  mistake— Surd  is  not  a  child  behind  acting  a 
man,  Surd  is  a  man  behind  with  childish  parts  in  him — but 
you  my  heart,  behind  youve  never  grown  up — youre  a  child 
all  the  while  acting  that  youre  a  man — why  do  you  act — 
what  use  is  it — it  deceives  no  deep  parts — and  if  it  did  how 
would  it  help  in  the  end — but  it  doesnt — in  everything  you 
do  or  say  or  write  its  lit  up — in  all  your  plays — and  theres 
not  one  single  person  in  all  your  plays  your  passion  has  been 
poured  into  for  themselves — theres  not  even  one  idea  your 
whole  passion  has  been  pulled  into — feel  into  Dostoievsky, 
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— its  not  youve  got  less  passion — you  may  have  but  its  not 
that,  it  is,  hes  poured  his  whole  passion  into  each  thing  thats 
pulled  him — all  it  could  hold  or  he  could  give — think  how 
the  least  of  his  people  move  and  tear  things  in  one — theyve 
moved  and  torn  things  in  him — hes  been  afraid  of  nothing, 
not  even  his  own  ridicule — his  ridicule  hasnt  been  a  pose  or 
cover,  its  come  right  up  out  of  him — Surd — Dostoievsky — 
all  those  people — they  dont  hide  theyre  real  children  and  so 
they  grow  real  men — in  all  the  whole  stream  of  people  that 
have  come  out  of  you  theres  not  one  that  moves  me  first  and 
last  for  itself— you  watch  and  study  and  get  behind  and 
master  things  in  them,  you  grip  things  in  them  both  with 
your  instinct  and  your  conscious  intellect,  you  make  them 
go  into  people,  through  that  mastery  of  them  you  make 
things  in  people  stretch  into  them  and  believe  in  them — 
and  then  you  suddenly  do  a  thing — you  suddenly  use  them 
— you  make  them  say  or  do  or  be  something  its  not  in  them 
direct  out  of  themselves  to  do  or  be — you  force  them,  some 
partly  and  some  wholly — and  over  and  over  its  felt,  if  in 
actualness  they  were  real  people  and  they  drew  back  youd 
throw  them  away  from  a  feeling  they  were  no  use  to  you — 
consciously  youre  using  them  to  expose  some  evil  or  false- 
ness or  whatever  its  chosen  to  be  called — even  if  it  were  true 
that  the  deepest  thing  that  pushed  you  to  use  them  were  that 
it  makes  no  difference — I  know  all  justifications  and  defences 
of  that,  theyre  all  false,  some  day  111  spread  them  out,  not 
now — but  behind  its  not  that — thats  a  cover  only — it  feels 
by  some  mysteqr  all  thats  come  through  that  will  fall  away 
— its  what  its  covered  thats  done  things — cant  you  under- 
stand and  feel  my  heart  that  you  are  your  own  what  can  be 
called  dupe  first  and  last  and  through  and  through  and  right 
down  into  your  deepest  places — cant  you  feel  that  every- 
thing of  any  kind  that  comes  from  you,  work  speeches  plays 
letters,  all  you  do  or  say  of  every  kind  comes  at  its  root  from 
a  pose  or  attitude  of  some  kind— I  mean  by  pose  or  attitude 
not  deliberate  conscious  deceptions,  I  mean  when  a  thing 
which  appears  both  to  yourself  and  to  other  people  to  be 
the  thing  which  is  absorbing  your  whole  attention  yet  is  net 
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the  thing  which  in  actualness  you  are  doing  or  being  first 
and  most  of  all  but  only  a  cover  for  it — I  suddenly  see  a 
thing  Ive  never  seen  direct  before — you  know  how  over  and 
over  in  discussions  or  disputes  about  what  are  called  public 
questions  people  leave  the  thing  and  begin  to  denounce  or 
abuse  you  yourself,  and  how  then  over  and  over  you  what 
you  present  as  expose  what  they  are  doing  as  lighting  up 
the  real  root  of  their  feelings  or  opinions — you  present  them 
as  something  ridiculous  either  benevolently  and  indul- 
gently or  not  that  way  but  always  as  if  you  were  high  high 
up  looking  down  at  little  things  and  being  amused  by  them 
— in  actualness  you  are  more  pleased  and  triumphant  that 
they  are  what  can  be  called  making  fools  of  themselves  and 
betraying  what  you  present  as  the  real  motives  that  are 
moving  them  to  attack  you  or  dispute  with  you  than  troubled 
and  indignant  that  it  should  be  so  that  theyre  fools  or 
hypocrites  or  dupes  as  you  present  them— but  now  do  you 
see  my  heart  its  suddenly  come  in  me  its  a  right  instinct  in 
them  that  makes  them  leave  the  what  can  be  called  public 
thing  and  fix  on  you— its  true  thej^re  over  and  over  muddled 
and  confused  and  enraged  and  that  they  over  and  over  make 
charges  against  you  in  their  rage  which  are  false  and  dont 
reach  any  root,  but  in  actualness  behind  its  they  who  are  true 
— dont  you  see  its  their  instinct  thats  pierced  through  to 
that  in  actualness  hidden  from  you  and  from  them  you  your- 
self are  not  absorbed  and  concerned  in  that  way  in  which  its 
presented  that  you  are  in  the  thing  itself — I  know  that  on 
the  outside  that  cant  be  proved— I  know  that  on  the  outside 
every  sort  of  thing  can  be  brought  to  shew  its  not  so,  or  else 
that  you  can  twist  it  all  round  and  admit  its  all  so  and  that 
yet  its  justified — now  111  suddenly  do  a  thing — its  suddenly 
come  into  me — do  you  see  sweetheart  111  spread  in  front  of 
you  an  outside  account  of  things  to  do  with  you  and  with 
me  from  the  beginning — everything  I  tell  shall  be  accurate, 
111  tell  only  what  I  can  remember  with  accuracy  or  whats  in 
front  of  me  through  your  letters — it  may  be  that  through 
that  a  way  you  take  may  be  lit  up  in  you  in  a  way  its  not  been 
before — do  you  see  its  as  if  you  see  clearly  how  its  taken  by 
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other  people  but  not  clearly  how  you  take  it,  I  dont  see  it 
clearly  either,  not  always,  its  only  at  times  its  clearer  and  do 
you  see  all  the  while  now  Im  feeling  my  way  through.  First 
when  I  wrote  to  you  to  say  you  didnt  understand  clearly 
about  things  to  do  with  love  you  wrote  back  and  some  of  the 
things  you  wrote  were — All  this  is  the  greatest  nonsense. 
Love  is  an  infinite  mystery,  like  everything  else,  until  you 
have  been  through  it,  when  it  becomes  as  finite  to  you  as 
anything  else.  Marry  and  bear  children  :  then  you  will  not 
ask  from  works  of  art  what  you  can  get  only  from  life.  Then 
I  wrote  another  letter,  more  about  you,  then  you  wrote — 
The  letter  is  very  good.  You  are  certainly  a  clever  young 
devil ;  and  I  suppose  I  shall  have  to  treat  you  as  a  friend. 
Then  I  wrote  a  play  and  I  sent  it  you  and  you  sent  it  back 
with  the  way  I  was  to  alter  it  and  to  make  a  different  ending 
and  then  you  wrote — You  had  better  definitely  make  up 
your  mind  to  adopt  literature  as  a  serious  profession.  You 
will  never  make  a  decent  or  tolerable  young  lady  in  county 
society  ;  and  you  will,  if  you  work  enough,  succeed  in  liter- 
ature. Then  you  wrote — You  must  come  to  London,  then 
you  gave  directions  about  it,  not  suggestions  or  advice,  orders, 
they  began  with  you  must,  then  you  suddenly  telegraphed 
to  me  to  telegraph  where  I  was,  then  you  wrote  to  me  to  go 
to  see  you,  I  went  and  you  scolded  and  goaded  from  the 
minute  I  went  in  till  the  minute  I  went — that  may  be  accur- 
ate but  also  it  may  not,  I  couldnt  swear  about  the  first  minute 
and  the  last — I  didnt  want  to  be  scolded,  I  wanted  to  be 
loved,  and  perhaps  I  nearly  cried,  then  you  wrote  a  letter 
and  these  are  things  in  it — Now  listen  to  me.  I  cannot  be 
bothered  with  a  grown  up  baby.  I  am  quite  prepared  to 
be  considerate  and  gentle  to  weak  people  ;  but  I  have  no 
mercy  for  strong  people  who  wont  face  their  position  and 
shoulder  its  burden  and  bear  its  isolation.  You  have  been 
very  badly  brought  up  ;  but  that  is  nobody's  fault,  because 
you  are  one  of  those  people  who  have  to  bring  themselves 
up.  You  are  a  woman  of  exceptional  strength,  well  bred, 
refined,  and  of  altogether  superior  quality.  Even  your 
appearance  is  extraordinary  :  you  are  like  the  edge  of  a  knife. 
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It  is  quite  useless  for  you  to  dress  like  anyone  else,  to  flop 
into  a  chair  like  anyone  else,  just  as  it  is  useless  for  a  queen 
to  behave  like  anyone  else — it  goes  on,  about  what  I  am  and 
what  Im  not  and  what  I  ought  to  be  and  what  I  oughtnt  to 
be,  then  at  the  end  it  suddenly  says  that  for  other  women 
theres  religion  or  bearing  children,  but  for  me— no  perhaps 
there  are  other  things  for  me.  Then  I  wrote  to  you  about 
people  in  my  home  and  how  I  felt  to  them,  you  wrote  back 
and  you  explained  why  I  felt  the  way  I  did  and  what  I  must 
do  about  it  and  why  I  must  do  it,  then  I  wrote  to  tell  you  it 
seemed  I  loved  you  more  than  other  people,  you  wrote  back 
and  you  explained  about  my  being  in  love  with  you,  and  what 
I  must  do  about  it,  first  you  explained  what  you  really  were, 
thats  to  say  things  to  do  with  the  kind  of  spectacles  and 
teeth  you  wore  and  other  matters  to  do  with  your  hair  and 
feet  and  so  on,  so  that  I  should  be  quite  clear,  then  you  ex- 
plained about  life,  then  about  the  Life  force,  then  about 
love,  and  then  about  seducers  and  curates  and  then  about 
socialist  orators,  and  then  about  divine  sparks  and  ultimate 
goals,  and  then  things  to  do  with  prima  donnas  and  athletes, 
and  then  things  about  saints  and  poets,  then  you  explained 
that  now  I  must  marry,  and  that  I  must  marry  some  one  I 
didnt  love  the  way  I  loved  you  and  that  I  must  explain  to 
him  that  I  loved  you  and  always  should,  and  then  you  said 
that  now  it  must  be  as  soon  as  possible,  then  you  explained 
about  choosing  the  person,  carefully  so  that  I  should  be 
clear  about  it,  first  you  explained  that  there  was  one  thing 
that  prevented  many  people  from  marrying  that  I  should 
learn  after  I  was  married  and  that  was  that  marriage  was 
mostly  an  acquired  taste — for  instance  like  olives  or  eating 
periwinkles  with  a  pin  and  so  on  (but  Ive  put  that  in,  Im 
helping  to  explain) — not  a  ready  made  one.  Then  you  said 
that  if  I  chose  a  husband  in  the  same  way  for  example  as  I 
should  choose  a  horse,  thats  to  say  if  I  didnt  demand  any- 
thing more  than  that  he  should  have  no  vices  and  be  healthy 
and  fairly  rich  and  the  right  color  for  me  that  I  should 
acquire  a  taste  for  him  and  make  a  pet  of  him  with  surprising 
certainty.     And  that  even  if  I  didnt — thats  to  say  if  the 


An  Account  139 

surprising  certainty  surprised  the  other  way — I  should  be 
the  less  anxious  about  him  and  should  have  all  my  energy 
for  my  own  business — in  case  youve  forgotten  a  little  and 
may  be  thinking  Im  misled  a  little  about  what  you  meant 
heres  the  exact  thing— One  thing  you  will  learn,  the  ignor- 
ance of  which  prevents  many  sensitive  women  and  men 
from  marrying.  That  is  that  marriage  is  mostly  an  acquired 
taste,  not  a  readymade  one.  If  you  choose  a  husband  with 
reasonable  precaution  just  as  you  would  choose  a  horse — 
that  is,  demand  nothing  more  than  that  he  shall  have  "  no 
vices  "  in  the  horsedealers  sense,  and  be  healthy  and  wealthy 
(in  reason)  and  of  the  color  you  like,  you  will  acquire  a  taste 
for  him  and  make  a  pet  of  him  with  surprising  certainty. 
Even  if  you  dont,  you  will  be  all  the  less  anxious  about  him, 
and  will  have  all  your  energy  for  your  own  business.  The 
next  letter  isnt  so  long  and  you  think  in  it  that  it  might  be  a 
good  plan  for  me  to  marry  some  one  who  hasnt  got  a  good 
temper  but  who  has  got  a  good  fist  who  would  knock  me 
down  when  I  began  to  say  that  much  of  what  he  said  was 
true  but  that  some  of  it  was  wrong,  and  then  at  the  end  you 
say — Whats  the  use  of  telling  me  that  you  are  in  love  with 
me  and  then  hiding  that  dominant  factor  in  your  sentiments 
from  everybody  else.  How  are  they  to  understand  you 
otherwise.  Then  it  may  be  I  had  an  idea  Id  do  something 
myself,  all  alone,  I  dont  remember  but  the  next  letter  begins 
— What  is  all  this  about  publishing  a  book  ?  How  are  you 
doing  it  ?  where  are  you  doing  it  ?  who  is  doing  it  ?  why 
dont  you  consult  me  about  it — it  goes  on  but  111  leave  out 
the  rest,  the  next  is — things  in  it — Sign  nothing  until  I  have 
time  to  explain  to  you.  Dont  write  them  any  letters.  The 
agreement  is  all  rubbish  :  I  will  readapt  it — the  next,  the 
end  of  it — Dont  do  anything — dont  say  anything — dont 
think  anything  more  in  the  matter  until  I  tell  you  what  to 
do.  Between  then  and  the  next  letter  I  saw  you,  you  were 
ill,  I  said  that  if  you  tried  to  come  with  me — to  the  station 
— that  I  should  leave  you,  and  drive,  you  said  that  that  would 
be  the  kind  of  thing  I  should  do,  then  something  happened 
to  me,  and  in  your  next  letter  there  are  three  things,  first — 
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Anybody  else  in  the  world  but  you  would  have  either  paid  a 
guinea  subscription  to  the  Authors  Society  and  got  the  help 
of  the  secretary,  or  else  got  your  solicitor  to  negotiate  for 
you — then — You  are  a  luxurious  young  devil,  with  the 
ethics,  and  something  of  the  figure,  of  an  anteater — and 
then— you  hardly  yet  know  how  to  behave  yourself  at  all, 
being  the  very  worst  brought-up  young  woman  I  have 
ever  met  in  the  course  of  my  half  century  of  "  taking  notice." 
In  the  next  letter  you  explain  that  when  adult  women  and 
adult  men  caress  one  another  the  result  is  not  the  same  as  it 
would  be  if  I  kissed  my  mother.  Then  you  explain  that  the 
very  first  time  that  I  behave  "  in  that  perfectly  natural  and 
beautiful  and  happy  and  innocent  way  "  the  person  I  behave 
in  that  way  to  will  lose  all  power  of  doing  anything  but  the 
thing  which  will  result  in  my  having  a  baby,  thats  to  say 
you  explain  that  I  mustnt  caress  you  in  the  perfectly  natural 
and  beautiful  and  happy  way  that  I  wanted  to  caress  you  in, 
because  the  very  first  time  I  did  youd  have  a  baby — I  mean 
I  should.  In  the  next  letter  you  explain  that  just  as  you 
have  to  take  care  of  me  in  literary  business  you  have  to  take 
care  of  me  in-'  more  personal  matters  ;  and  some  of  these 
matters  are  so  delicate  that  delicacy  in  dealing  with  them  is 
intolerable.'  Then  you  say  that  its  very  difficult  for  you  to 
educate  me  in  this  matter.  Then  you  say — I  beg  you  to 
spare  me  as  much  as  you  can.  Then,  in  a  place  where  I 
went  to,  I  heard  a  person  say  that  you  werent  well  and  that 
they  thought  you  werent  going  to  live  long,  I  went  to  London 
and  I  went  to  your  house,  I  went  three  times  and  in  the  end 
I  stayed  in  a  room  that  wasnt  yours,  I  found  it,  they  kept 
watch  but  they  didnt  lock  me  in  and  in  the  end  you  came, 
then  I  went  and  then  suddenly  in  the  morning  you  came,  I 
didnt  know  you  were  coming  and  you  said — Put  on  your  hat 
and  come  for  a  walk,  so  I  put  on  my  fcat  and  went  for  a  walk 
with  you.  Then  I  went  away  and  where  I  went  I  met  a 
person  who  said  my  body  needed  things  to  happen  to  it  that 
hadnt  happened  yet,  I  found  another  person  and  we  walked 
into  a  wood,  and  then  we  walked  out  again,  then  I  told  the 
first  person  that  I  loved  you,  and  I  told  her  some  things 
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to  do  with  it,  then  she  said  that  if  I  had  told  some  other 
people  what  I  had  told  her  it  would  have  been  a  bad  thing 
for  you,  then  I  wrote  to  you,  to  tell  you  that,  you  wrote 
back  and  you  said  burn  the  letter  when  Id  read  it,  so  I 
burnt  it,  then  I  sent  you  something  Id  written,  you  wrote 
back — It  is  a  literary  masterpiece — quite  out  of-the-way 
extraordinary — shewing  a  talent  as  irresistible  as  Shelley's 
and  Tolstoy's  rolled  into  one.  You  will  either  die  a  lunatic 
before  you  are  33  or  be  the  greatest  English  woman  writer 
— indeed  one  of  the  greatest  of  English  writers — before  you 
are  40.  Ill  tell  no  more  this  way  but  one  thing.  One  day 
when  I  was  in  a  train  with  you  you  suddenly  leaned  forward 
and  said — Now  111  tell  you  what  Id  tell  few  women,  you  told 
it  and  I  answered  you  and  presently  you  said — 111  leave  the 
country.  Now  Ive  finished  can  you  feel  what  Ive  done  and 
that  its  what  you  do  in  a  different  form— Ive  told  nothing 
that  didnt  occur,  and  exactly  on  the  outside  as  Ive  told  it, 
and  the  bits  from  your  letters  are  from  your  letters,  yet  can 
you  feel  that  the  whole  of  what  Ive  told  and  all  the  bits  from 
your  letters,  if  they  light  up  anything  thats  true  its  more  than 
any  other  thing  by  what  can  be  called  accident — except  where 
I  didnt  keep  to  what  I  meant  to  keep  to,  not  wholly — 111  try 
and  tell  clearer  what  I  mean — you  see,  while  Ive  been  telling 
what  Ive  been  telling  you  Ive  not  been  standing  in  something 
inside  me  thats  my  deepest  truth  and  watching  into  everything 
out  of  that  in  me  and  telling  it  out  of  that,  Ive  done  another 
thing,  I  fixed  in  my  mind  an  impression  Id  give — at  least 
to  an  extent  I  fixed  it  and  to  an  extent  I  kept  to  it,  but 
do  you  see  very  violent  feelings  come  in  me  always  when 
I  read  back  into  some  of  the  things  in  your  letters,  and  its 
not  a  simple  thing  to  hold  them  in,  but  to  the  extent  I  did  it 
every  outside  thing  I  told  was  selected  by  something  inside 
me  not  first  for  its  own  sake  and  because  my  truth  stretched 
out  to  tell  it,  but  first,  because  I  could  use  it  to  make  the 
impression  I  was  fixed  to  make — it  makes  no  difference  to 
the  root  thing  Im  lighting  whether  the  impression  has  got 
truth  in  it  or  not — and  do  you  see  how  the  kind  of  way  Ive 
been  what  can  be  called  lying  inside  me  while  Ive  been 
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telling  those  things  that  happened  with  you  the  way  Ive  told 
them  can  be  so  much  worse  than  direct  lying — I  mean  by 
direct  lying,  supposing  instead  of  taking  care  to  give  nothing 
but  what  I  could  remember  with  exact  accuracy  or  quote 
from  your  letters,  Id  taken  no  more  care  to  keep  to  outside 
accuracy  than  inside  truth,  but  just  invented  things  that 
would  have  given  the  same  impression — do  you  see  what 
makes  it  so  much  worse  this  way  is  that  over  and  over  by 
satisfying  some  what  can  be  called  conscience  part  through 
keeping  to  utter  accuracy  of  outside  things,  people  dont  only 
deceive  other  people  but  themselves  and  in  a  deep  way — 
do  you  see  justifyings  for  leaving  out  things  that  would 
suddenly  light  everything  in  a  different  light  can  be  smoothed 
over  always,  and  easily — its  impossible  to  tell  everything — 
some  things  must  be  left  out  and  its  not  ever  possible  to 
prove  its  falser  to  leave  out  one  thing  than  another — if  even 
supposing  for  example  I  suddenly  printed  your  letters, 
every  one  and  the  whole  of  each  one,  and  bare,  with  nothing 
to  link  them  or  light  things  in  them  from  behind,  its  quite 
true  that  a  falser  thing  could  be  spread  inside  people  than 
even  by  any  selecting  I  could  make  from  them  and  I  know 
that — do  you  see  sweetheart  its  not  Im  saying  that  outside 
things  are  useless  and  tell  nothing — if  supposing  everything 
in  you  is  struggling  to  tell  out  your  truth  of  a  thing,  any- 
thing that  appeared  on  the  outside  to  do  with  it  can  help  to 
light  it  up,  but  only  if  its  accepted  and  given  by  this  deep 
thing  inside  you,  over  and  over  giving  the  outside  thing 
alone  lights  up  the  direct  opposite  of  whats  true — do  you  see 
sweetheart  youre  nearly  always  careful  to  be  accurate  or  what 
can  be  called  true  on  the  outside — its  almost  never  that 
people  can  find  holes  and  slips  and  unlinked  parts  and  out- 
side inaccuracies  in  what  comes  from  you — but  if  people  are 
standing  in  some  inside  place  and  then  watching  what  comes 
from  you  from  there  its  something  its  not  possible  to  manage 
with  for  long  together — do  you  see  my  heart  it  torments — 
do  you  see  my  darling  heart  when  my  love  part  is  stronger 
then  I  shall  be  able  to  stay  longer  watching  into  your  writing 
from  behind  if  its  needed,  without  the  feelings  that  come  in 
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me  now  beating  me  back,  and  I  shall  be  able  to  spread  what 
comes  in  me  then  in  front  of  you  in  a  way  Ive  not  been  able 
to  yet  if  its  still  needed — theres  something  stopping  in  me 
my  darling  heart — it  feels  theres  something  changing — it 
feels  its  been  growing  behind  in  me — 111  try  to  tell  what  it 

is  but  first  I  must  wait Do  you  see  my  heart 

the  nearest  way  I  can  tell  whats  come  is  that  its  as  if  theres 
something  in  me  thats  come  abreast  with  what  can  be  called 
my  life  in  a  way  thats  never  been  before,  I  cant  understand 
it  clearly,  not  yet,  theres  too  much  pulling  me  and  its  all 
round — it  may  be  Ive  not  reached  what  it  feels  Ive  reached 
but  do  you  see  my  darling  it  feels  theres  something  fallen 
off  and  left  behind. 
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